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FADE IN: i. 


INT. JENNY’S BEDROUM — JeENNY'S HuUSE - Nloni 


EXTREME CLOSE UP: A briant red Lipstick moves over uile 
sensual Lios. 


From elsewhere in tne nouse comes tne SUUNL of a woman's 
voice. Bithough the woras are mutfied and uninteiiicioLie. 4 
Plantive quality in the voice comes tnraouagn. 


THE CAMERA PULLS BACK from the iips to reveal tne tace ot 
seventeen year old JENNY. it’s not the tace tne iips ied us 
to expect. 


Not that Jenny’s unattractive--at least as tar as WE can 
teli. It’s that it’s hard to know exactiy what she does 
look like. She wears owlish, thick-lensed glasses and her 
hair is done up elaborately in stiff., formal curis whicn 
make it look like a cheap wia. But more than the alasses 
and hair it’s the way she carries nerself--like sne’d like 
to become invisible. 


Again trom elsewhere in the house. but nearer ano louder 
than the woman’s voice--WE HEAR a man’s voice. There's a 
nasty edge to it. 


JACK W.S? 
Who asked you? 


Jenny flinches. drops tne tube of iipstick. wipes the 
lipstick trom her mouth in Gisaust. stands. 


CLOSE ON a formal gown. Jenny's teet enter the frame. she 
steps into the gown, pulls it up. 


The gown 15 awful and unbecoming with a huae satin bow at 
the bosom and a profusion of taffeta at the waist and ali 
down the skirt that makes her look thick-waisted and plump. 


Jenny struaqgles with the zipper. it stops inches short of 
closing and Jenny can’t budge it. She sighs in 
exasperation, calls out. 


JENNY 
Mother...7 


There’s no response and she opens her mouth to cali out 
again when the door bangs open. 


tee 


I cort, 
Jenny’s stepfather, Jack, a flashily handsome man in his 
late thirties, enters. His face is flushed. it appears 
he’s been drinking. 


Jenny turns her back on him. 


JENNY 
Get out ot my room. 


Jack slouches against the doorjamb. 


JACK ` 
Hey--you think I’m bad, you don’t 
know what bad is. I’m one of the 
good guys. 


JENNY 
Hah. 


JACK 
What are you afraid of? All I'm 
asking is for you to be nice to 
me-—-no big deal. 


JENNY 
Even if you weren’t a slimeball, 
aren’t you forgetting you’re 
married to my mother? 


JACK 
Hey, shut your mouth. You don’t 
talk to me like that. 
(moving into the room) 
If you won’t tell, 1 won't. 


Jenny backs away. 


JENNY 
Get out. I’ll scream. 


JACK 
I think you want it. I think 
you’re a damn little tease. 


JENNY 
Mother...! 


Jack’s on her in a flash. He pins her arms and clasps his 
hand over her mouth. 


Cont 


JACK 
Who do you think she’s going to 
believe? Huh? Come to think of 
it, either way you lose. 


cur TOs Zy 


2. INT. JENNY? S HOUSE ~- LIVING ROOM ~- SAME 


Jenny’s mother, AMANDA. She’s ten years her husbands senior 
and at war with middle age--hair, dress and make-up pertect 
to the point of fragility. 


AMANDA 
Jennyee.? 


She gets no answer, moves to the foot of the stairs and 
calls out again. 


AMANDA 
Jenny? 


3. INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE JENNYS BEDROOM ~- SAME 


Jenny slips out the bedroom, starts, up the hallway. Jack 
follows her out, grabs her arm. 


JACK 
One word out of you and I divorce 
the bitch. If that’s what you 
want, have at it. If you know 
what's good for you, you'll keep 
your God damn mouth shut. 


CUT TO: 


E 


4. INT. JENNY’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM ~ SAME 


Amanda starts up the stairs. 


JENNY (0.8.93) 
It’s okay, mother. Never mind. 


Amanda stops. 


AMANDA 
Are you sure? 


Jenny appears at the head ot the stairs. Ee 


cont 


Cont. 4 


JENNY 
Yes. 


Jack brushes past Jenny, starts down the stairs. 


JACK 
What do you want, a sworn 
affidavit? 


AMANDA 
(cowed) 
No.ecs I just thought.... . 


JACK 
Don?t think, okay? You're too 
stupid to think. 


AMANDA 
Sackeses 


The doorbell rings. 


AMANDA 
(brightening) 

Oh, 1 bet it’s Sean. 

(She starts away, stops.) 
Oh, I forget some boy called 
yOouees.s Angel, 1 think he said. 
It’s not the one with the 
motorcycle, is it,? You didn’t 
give him your number...? 


JENNY 
No, Mother. 


AMANDA 
(to Jack?) 
It seems like every place she 
goes, he turns up. 


The doorbell chimes again. 


AMANDA 
(continuing? 
I’m beginning to think he must 
follow her around. 


JACK 
Answer the God damn door. 
An explosion of brilliant white light filis the screen--an 


electronic flash--followed by the distorted SOUND of a 
shutter opening and closing and WE... 


is 
D 


5. INT. JENNY'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - SOME MINUTES LATER 


Smiling fixedly for the camera, Jenny and SEAN in their prom 
finery pose before the fireplace. 


Sean wears a black tuxedo. At seventeen he’s slight and 
boyish looking-~he could pass for fourteen. 


Again the distorted sound of the shutter. A second 
electronic flash captures Sean pinning a red corsage to 
Jenny’s dress. 


Then again the WHIRR of the shutter and a third flash-~a 
close-up of Jenny and Sean. Jenny’s glasses reflect the 


flash. The pupils of Sean’s eyes glow red. Ssg 


é. EXT. HORIZON — SUNSET 
The sun, huge and lurid, melts inte the hills west of 


downtown Austin. 


@ 7, EXT. FREEWAY — NIGHT 


Traffic is heavy. The headlignts of the onrushina vehicles 
seem on the verge of overunning the CAMERA. At the last 
instant they veer past, missing the CAMERA by fractions of 
an inch. The ROAR of the engines is deafening and the earth 
seems to shudder at each passing. 


3. EXT. GRAVEYARD ~ NIGHT 


An old graveyard with large, crumbling tombstones, monuments 
and mausoleums. In the near background the lights of the 
high-rise buildings of downtown Austin loom abvove the 


graveyard. O 


7, EXT. HIGH SCHOOL GYMNASIUM - NIGHT 


From the gym come the muffled STRAINS of Bili Haley and the 
Comets, “Rock Around the Clock.” 


The parking lot is jammed with cars. A group of teen-ace 
boys in tuxedoes lounges against the hood of a car parked 
opposite the entrance to the aym. 


@ couple in prom dress enters the gym- 275 


= wW. INT. GYMNASIUM FOYER — NIGHT 


THE MUSIC is louder, but still muffled by the doors to the 
interior of the gym. 


Glass cases on the walis display sports trophies, ribbons. 
team photographs, etc. 


An attractive woman in her mid-fifties. MS. ABBOTT. sits 
behind a folding table, reading a book. On the table in 
front of her are a rubber stamp and an inkpad. 


The interior doors open. 


The MUSIC is suddenly deafening and we get a brief glimpse 
of the interior of the gym--teen-age couples dancing, 
colored lights swirling over the dancers, crepe paper 
streamers hanging from the rafters. 


An attractive teenage girl, HEATHER, comes through the doors 
into the foyer. 


HEATHER 
Ms. Abbott, have you seen Barry? 
Did he go outside? 


e Ms. Abbott blinks. 
MS. ABBOTT 


Barry...? Oh, Barry. 


A thin, red-haired girl, SUE, enters the toyer. 


MS. ABBOTT 
(continuing?) 
Didn’t you break up? 


HEATHER 
No. 


MS. ABBOTT 
Oh, well, never mind. I just 
thought.... Forget it. 


SUE 
She’s doing it again. 
(aside to Heather > 
She’s such a bitch, I can’t 
believe it. 


HEATHER 
What? 


> Cont, 


eont. 
Jenny and Sean, push through the interior doors into the 
foyer. 


SUE 
Don’t listen to her. Don’t 
believe a word she says. Ali she 
wants is to start trouble. 


Heather turns a dazzling smile on Sean. 


HEATHER 
Sean, hi. Have you seen Barry? 


Jenny and Sean exchange a glance, then turn to Heather ana 
shake their heads in unison. 


EXT. GYMNASIUM AND PARKING LOT - NIGHT 


The muffled SOUNDS of The Police, "I°1l Be Watching You” 
come from the gym. 


Jenny teeters on the steps, clearly unaccustomed to high 
heels. Sean takes her arm, steadies her, helps her down the 
steps. 


One of the boys in the parking lot, a biq guy, JOHN, nudaes 
a couple of the others, CHRIS and CHARLES, directs their 
attention to Jenny and Sean. 


JOHN 

Goosoh, don’t they make a cute 
couple. 

(moving to block Jenny and 

Sean’s path? 

Wait. Stop. 

{pinching Sean’s cheek) 
Somebody get a camera. 


Sean pulls back, slaps at Johns hand. 


SEAN 
Quit it. 


JOHN 
Hey, did you see that? The 
little prick hit me. 


He spins Sean around, pins his arms to his sides. 


JENNY 
Leave him alone, John. 


Py 


1% 


n. gont. 
CHRIS 
It's Jenny! She's wearing a 
dress! 
CHARLES 
& dress! I didn’t think she had 
one. 
JENNY 


Why should I. I can always 
borrow one of yours. 


CHRIS 
Doocoocoh. eeo 


JOHN 
Wrona, wrong, wrond. It’s not 
Jenny. It’s Sean’s babysitter. 


SEAN 
That’s funny, John. Did you 
think it up all by yourself? 


JOHN 
Screw you. 


Sean struggles to break free, but John is much bigger and 
stronger. He toys with Sean. 


JENNY 
Let him go, John. 


JOHN 
Make me. 


Sean stomps on John’s foot. 


JOHN 
Ow! God damn it. 
(throwing Sean down on the 
pavement? 
1 ought to kick your Butt. you 
little fart. 


He aims a kick at Sean. Sean scoots backward on his hands. 


JENNY 
Help! Somebody help! John’s 
beating up Sean. 


JOHN 
{turning on Jenny? 
Shut up, you little bitch. 


Cont 


ul 


cont. 


Cowed, Jenny ducks her head and backs away. 


JOHN 
tcontinuinad) 
What are you going to do about 
it? 


A big black motorcycle rumbles into the shot, brakes in 
front of John. The rider, ANGEL, wears a scarred leather 
Jacket and faded jeans. He's a teenage rebel in the James 
Dean tradition. He revs the engine. 


Sean picks himself up off of the pavement, edges out to 
Jenny. 


Angel cuts the ignition. 


ANGEL 

Is that your name, John? 
JGHN 

Who are you? 

ANGEL 
I think you owe Jenny an apology, 
John. 

JENNY 

(to Angel?) 


Please...e I don’t know your 
mame... 


ANGEL 
Yes, you do. 


JENNY 
Okay. Angel. 
(taking Sean’s arm) 
Stop following me around. You're 
scaring me. 


SEAN 
(aside to Jenny? 
Is that him? 


JGHN 
(to Angel? 
Yeah, buddy--whatever your name 
ig--you heard her. Stop 
following her around. 


Angel turns a look on John that stons him cold. 


lent. 


io 


cort. 


JENNY 
tto Sean? 
Let's Qo. 
tthen, backing away from 
Angel) 
Please, don’t toliow us. 


@nael ignores her, fires up the bike, swinas it broadside to 
Jenny, pats the seat behind him, inviting Jenny to climb 
aboard. 


JENNY 
No! I can’t... I don’t know you. 
Angel shrugs. 
ANGEL 
Whenever you're ready. I'11 be 


here. 


The gym doors open and Heather exits, comes down the steps 
toward John and the others. 


HEATHER 

Have you seen Barry? 
Angel revs his bike, wheels ıt around, races off. 5, 
x 


iz. EXT. BEHIND THE GYMNASIUM — MOMENTS LATER 


BARRY, handsome, athletic build, ano BRENDA, a buxom 
brunette, go at it hot and heavy. 


Heather comes around the corner of the building, sees Barry 
and Brenda, screams, runs off. 


Barry breaks off the kiss. 


BARRY 
Shit. Heather...! Shit. 
He starts after her. 
BRENDA 


Don’t worry about it, Barry. 
She’ll be back, if that's really 
what you want. 


G 


D 
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I3. EXT. PARKING LOT ~- NIGHT 


Heather runs through the parking lot, wrenches open the door 
of a big grey Lincoln Towne Car, dives in behind the wheel. 
She digs under the seat, comes up with a set of keys. Starts 
the car. 


The Lincoln’s tires spin, kicking up loose gravel, then gain 
traction and the car spurts away. 


Barry runs up alongside the car, jerks the passenger door 
open. 


Heather screams. 


BARRY 
Stop. Stop the car. 


He jumps inte the front seat. Heather slaps at him. 


HEATHER 
Get out. Get away from me. 


Barry lunges across the seat, tries to turn the ignition 
off. 


Heather floors the accelerator, wrenches the wheel. The car 
swerves wildly, throwing Barry against the passenger door. 


BARRY 
If you have a wreck, it’s going 
to be my ass. 


Heather lets off the accelerator briefly, straiahtens the 
car out, then jams the accelerator to the floor. 


BARRY 
Heather.... Shit. If anything 
happens to this car.... Please, 
please, please. 


The car hits a speed bump, comes down hard, bottoms out. 
Barry winces. 


BARRY 
My father’s going to kill me.... 


å bearded man in faded jeans and a soiled T-shirt, TIDDLE, 
starts across the parking lot exit, sees the car, stops, 
does a little jump step, clicks his heels together and 
executes a razor sharp salute as the car roars past. 


aot. ‘ 


I2. cent 
The car screams out of the parking lot. The rear bumper P 
scrapes the pavement, sending up a shower of sparks. i 
lay 
i4. EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - NIGHT 
The Lincoln races up a residential street. 7 
g 
if. INT. LINCOLN ~ NIGHT 
BARRY 
Will you slow down, please? I 
don?t know what you’re mad about- 
-I wasn’t doing anything- 
HEATHER 
I saw you, Barry. You were 
kissing her. 
BARRY 
Once. I kissed her once. What's 
wrong with that? It’s getting 
like 1 can’t even talk to my 
friends. I can’t believe how 
possessive you are. 
HEATHER 
Oh, right. I guess that’s why 
you were feeling her up. 
BARRY 
I wonder why. What am I supposed 
to do--jerk off all my life? 
It’s not my fault, if you're 
frigid. 
HEATHER 
I am not. 
BARRY 
Guys meed sex, okay? It’s bad 
for you to get all worked up and 
then not get it. You can get 
prostrate cancer. 
Jenny pops up in the back seat. 
JENNY 
That’s a lie. 
Heather and Barry scream, turn to face the back seat. Sean 
pops up beside Jenny. Heather screams again. slams on the 
brakes. The brakes Lock. 
“fg 


ig 


cont, 


Barry turns to look cut the front windshield. The 
slides through a stop sign, shudders tc a stop. 


Lincoin 


ing 


(ee) 


EXT. SIDE STREET — SAME 


@& car bears down on them from the side street. 


O 


. INT. LINCOLN — SAME 


Barry grips the dashboard. 


BARRY 
Heather! 


Heather whips around, sees the oncoming car, screams, 


the accelerator. 


iY. EXT. INTERSECTION ~— SAME 


The oncoming car brakes, swings broadside in the 


@ 


intersection, skids toward the Lincoln, horn BLARING. The 
Lincoln spurts through the intersection, missing the 


oncoming car by a fraction of an inch. 


1G INT. LINCOLN -— NIGHT 


Jenny leans over into the front seat. 


JENNY 
You can’t get cancer from not 
having sex. That’s ridiculous. 


BARRY 
On, right--you’d know. Never 
even had a date in your life, 
you're so ugly. 


SEAN 
She is not. 


JENNY 
{to Heather > 
He's just trying to make you to 
think it's your fault. 


BARRY 
Hey, my father’s a doctor, okay? 
i think he knows what he's 
talking about. So fuck you, 
Jenny. 


S 


floors 


2. 


21. 


EXT. FREEWAY ~ NIGHT 


The Lincoln speeds up an entry ramp and out onto a Treewav. 


i4 


whips across three lanes of traffic, swings in against the 


median. 


INT. LINCOLN - SAME 


HEATHER 
It's true. it is my fault. i 
won?’ t have sex with him. 


JENNY 


That doesn’t make it your fault. 


HEATHER 
But what if he gets cancer and 


his hair falls out from all the 


drugs? 


BARRY 
Yeah, Jenny, so just shut up. 


JENNY 
It’s a line to get you to have 
sex. sk Sean. 


SEAN 
She’s right. 


BARRY 
Psssst-—-never had a hard on in 
his life. 


SEAN 
{continuing to Heather> 
I know all of his Lines. He 
lived across the street from me 
*till the eight grade. 


BARRY 
Shut up, Sean. 


SEAN 
We were even friends, before he 
got too cool. 


BARRY 


it’s not my fault you turned out 


to be such a littie nerd. 


Coot. 
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SEAN 
He used to come over to my house 
and he’d be laughing about 
getting girls to let him feel 


them up. 

BARRY 
You're asking for it, little 
shit. 

SEAN 


(continuing?) 
His big line was to teil them nis 
father was a doctor and they 
could get breast cancer, if they 
didn’t get felt up enough. 


Heather screams, slaps at Barry. 


BARRY 
Okay, okay, I lied. Big deal. 
it’s not my fault, if they’re 
stupid enough to believe it. 


JENNY 
Jesus, what a scuzbag. You 
remind me of my stepfather. 


BARRY 
What’s your problem, Jenny? Just 
‘cause you hate guys. 


JENNY 
He’s just trying to change the 
subject. 

BARRY 


What are you afraid of--that they 
might try to fuck you? 


JENNY 
No. 
BARRY 
It's not like it’s a big secret. 
JENNY 
What? 
BARRY 


Rsk anybody. Never go to 
parties, never Go cut except with 
Sean. You think, if you're with 


cont . 


2i. cont. 216 


e him, nobody will ask you cut. 

Everybody knows Sean’s a littie 
pothead and all you are is 
friends. 


HEATHER 
Wait, wait, wait. I just thought 
of something. What if we got in 
a wreck and crashed into the back 
of a car? We could all die and 
they could write a song about it. 


Jenny and Sean lock at one another. , Zy 


22. EXT. FREEWAY ~ NIGHT 


@ contusing array of warning sians, barricades, flashina 
lights, signals the end of the freeway. detours then onto a 


Side road. 
@ 


23. EXT. SIDE ROAD ~ NIGHT 


The side road is under construction. Gn either side are 
open ditches, mounds of dirt and gravel, idle road-buildins 


@ equipment. 
Suddenly the city recedes and they're in the countryside--no 
street Lights, few outlying buildings. It's very dark. CD 


24. EXT. SKY ~ NIGHT 


A slender crescent of a full moon appears above the 


treetops. 


25. INT. LINCOLN — NIGHT 


They drive for a time in silence, intent on the road. nen 
the side road narrows and the surface becomes graveled. 
Dense pines grow close to the road on either side. 


SEAN 
Where are we? 
{to Heather.> 
You know where we are? 


Heather shrugs. 


BARRY 


Gh, great, we're lost. 3 


art. 


2b. 
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cot. 


JERNY 
No, we’re not. All we have to do 
is turn around and ao back. Look 
tor some piace where we can turn 
around. 


BARRY 
Cool dress, Jenny. 
(making a grab tor the bow 
at the bosom of Jenny's 
dress?) 
What’s this? 


Jenny pulls away, wraps her arms tight around her breasts. 


JENNY 
Stop it. 


BARRY 
What’s the matter--afraid 
somebody would tind out you have 
tits? Giris have tits. 


SEAN 
Leave her alone, Barry. 


A wet mist sifts cut of the pines, cutting visibility to a 
hundred yards. Heather slows the car. turns on the wipers. 
peers through the windshield. 


BARRY 
There’s no way to turn around. 
Lots of times there’s no way to 
turn around. 


Then, off to the right, lights flicker through the trees, 
then disappear. : 


HEATHER 
What was that? 


No one answers. A moment passes in tense silence. Then 
suddenly the lights appear again, fill the interior of the 


Lincoln with a burst of blinding light. Heather screams. T 


EXT. GRAVELED ROAD — SAME 


ên ancient El Camino leaps the embankment, slams into the 
right front fender of the Lincoln, drives it across the road 
and into a shallow ditch. Both cars come to a grindina 
halt, headlights boring inte the mist. 


Cry 
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a 27. INT. LINCOLN - SAME 


Jenny and Sean come up oft tne floorboard in the back seat. 
Barry climbs out from beneath the dashboard. Heather pushes 
herself away from the steering wheel. There's a aash across 
the bridge of her nose. Jenny and Sean exchange a 
frightened look. 


Heather switches on the interior Light. examines mer nose. A 
‘Bh. 
p 


27, EXT. WRECK SITE — NIGH? 


Jenny, Sean and Barry pile out of the Lincoln, tentatively 
approach the El Camino. 


Barry peers into the drivers side window of the El Camino. 
From Barry’s POV WE SEE... 


«22a Skinny, tow-headed kid about nineteen, ERIC, behind the 
wheel. His head is thrown back against the headrest. 


Jenny and Sean move in, peer into the El Camino. 


e Is he dead? 
JENNY 


I don?t know. 


SEAN 


HEATHER (0.5.9) 
Oh, God. Oh, God, it’s going to 
leave a scar! 


The kid, Eric, twitcnes. His eyes flutter open. He Looks 
up, sees Jenny, Sean and Barry. their faces pressed to the 
window. He sits belt upright, kicks open the door. leans 

out of the El Camino, draws himself up to his full height. 


ERIC 
I'm not hurt. I?m not hurt. 


Then his eyes roll up white and he topples over backward in 
a dead faint. 


SEAN 
Shit! 


He and Jenny exchange a frightened look. Heather comes up 
behind them. 


19 


22. gov. 


24 


30. 


HEATHER 
On, my God. Oh, no. Did he die? 
Is he dead? 


Barry kneels beside Eric, checks his pulse, lifts nis lids. 
examines his eyes. 


BARRY 
He’s just passed out. 


JENNY 
But he could be in shock. We 
should try to get him to a 
hospital or a doctor. 


BARRY 
Right. And keep him warm. 
(to Jenny) 
How’d you know that? 


JENNY 
tshrugs) 
Think the car will start? 


Sean takes off his jacket, spreads it over Eric. 4, E 
y 


INT. LINCOLN ~ SAME 


Barry climbs in behind the wheel, turns the ignition. The 
motor starts and he shifts into reverse, taps the 
accelerator. 


EXT. WRECK SITE -~ SAME 


The Lincoln lurches backward, then comes to an abrupt hait. 
Its rear tires spin, throw up gravel. 


Barry cuts the ignition, kills the headlights. 


HEATHER 
Something bad's going to happen. 
He’s going to die, i know it. 
What are we going to do? 

{to Jenny? 
@ren’t you scared? 


JENNY 
Sure. 


feat. 
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HEATHER 
It's ail my fault. if he dies. 
1°11 be a murderer. 


Barry comes around to the front of the Lincoln, inspects the 
damage. 


The two vehicles are hopelessly inmeshecd. 


BARRY 
My father’s going to kill me. 


JENNY 
It’s not your fault. 


She steps over Eric, climbs in behind the wheel of the El 
Camino. 


BARRY 
You don’t know my father. 


Jenny tries to start the El Camino, produces a grindina 
sound, tries again, gets a clicking noise, then nothina. 


SEAN 
His father’s mean. I’ve seen 
him--he slaps him around and 
pulls his hair. 


JENNY 
(climbing out of the El 
Camino) 
We should go see if we can find a 
house or something, some place 
where we can call the police or 
an ambulance. 


SEAN 

I?ll go. 

JENNY 
itll go with you. 

HEATHER 
I?m not staying here. What if he 
dies? 

JENNY 


Then come with us. 


HEATHER 
But what if some wierdos come 
along? They could kidnaps us and 


coat. 


30. cont, 


kill us ang nobody would ever 
KNOW. 


BARRY 
iil come with you. 


HEATHER 
Don’t you come near me. 


JENNY 
This is stupid. I’m acing. 
{starting up the road? 
Whoever wants to come, come. But 
somebody has to stay. 


HEATHER 
tshaking her hands in 
dismay) 
I don’t know what to do. 


SEAN 
tto Barry) 
I’m goina with Jenny, if you're 


not. 

HEATHER 
Wait! 

(to Barry) g © 
Do you have a flashlight? kd 


EXT. GRAVELED ROAD - Niluni 


Jenny enters the darkness of the road beyond the headliahts 
of the El Camino, stops, looks around apprehensively. 


There’s a rustling of pine needles, a creaking of boughs. 
Something scurries through the underbrush. 


JENNY 
is somebody coming with me? 


The beam of a flashlight knifes through the darkness. 
Heather and Barry walk up the road to Jenny and toaether 
they start off up the road. A few moments pass in silence. 
then: 


HEATHER 
Stop! Listen. I heard 
something. 

JERRY 


Stop it. You’re scaring me. 


cent. 


HEATHER 
il used to dream about the Boogie 
Man coming to get me and now it’s 
coming true. This is just like 
in my dream. 


JERRY 
Heather, 1 mean it. 


HEATHER 
I'm sorry. We're ail going ta 
die, I know it. Some murderer-- 
like that guy in Chicago that 
killed all those people and kept 
their hearts in the refrigerator 
“is going to kill us and they're 
going to show pictures of us 
naked with our hearts cut out on 
"A Current Affair.“ 


A sudden gust of wind rustles the trees. There’s the SOUND 
of something moving through the trees, something large and 
heavy. Heather cries out, grabs Barry’s arm. Barry drops 
the flashlight. It hits the road, goes out. Jenny Gasps- 


BARRY 
Great. Now we can’t see jack. 


He feels around in the dark tor the fiashliant. picks it un, 
rattles it. It blinks on, then off. He tries again. 
Nothing. 


HEATHER 
There’s somebody out there. i 
can feel them looking at us. 


BARRY 
Bullshit. 


He takes Heather's arm, urges her ahead. Heather takes a 
step, then plants her feet. 


HEATHER 
No. That's what they want--for 
us to go wandering around in the 
dark. We have to stay right here 
and build a fire. 


JENNY 
Heather, come on. We need to get 
a doctor....« 


cont. 


cont, 


Barry rattles the flashiight and it comes on, iliuminatina 
the road at Heather’s feet. Almost beneath her feet is the 
carcass of an animal, mutilated beyond recognition By 
scavengers. Heather screams. 


EXT. SKY AND TREES — NIGHT 


A full moon hovers at the tree-tonps. Kaqaed, tast~movine 
clouds scud past the moon. 


335, 
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EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE GRAVELED RUAD ~ LATER 


The road climbs a slight rise. Jenny. carryina ner heels. 
walks some yards ahead of Barry and Heather. 


Heather limps along, still in her heels. The flashliaht 
goes out again and Barry rattles it and it comes back on. 


Jenny tops the rise. Immediately ahead is a crossroads with 
an ancient service station on the right and a small. 
brightly lit portable building on the left. 


JENNY 
Hey, there’s someplace. Come on. 
It looks like it’s open. 2r 


EXT. REAL ESTATE OFFICE ~ NIGHT 


A sign before the portable building reads: “Darla Siaughter 
Real Estate, lots, acreage,“ and beneath that: “lacensed 
commodities broker." A big gold Cadillac Coup de Vilie is 
parked out front. 


The interior is briahtiy lit. Bay windows overlook an 
oyster shell parking lot. & woman works at a computer 
terminal. 


Jenny stops at the edge of the parkina lot and puts on her 
heels. Barry and Heather come up behind her. 


HEATHER 
We're saved. Thank God. 
Somebody say a prayer. 
3 
7 
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34, 


cant, 


BARRY 
You miaht be, but my father’s 
Still going to kill me. 


Then all three clump up the steps past a brightiy lit Coca- 
Cola vending machine. ig 


3S. 


INT. REAL ESTATE OFFICE — NIGHT 


Heather bursts through the door, locking wild-eyed. 


HEATHER 
Call the police. There’s been a 
terrible accident. A man’s 
dying. 


The woman at the computer terminal, DARLA, a buxom blonde in 
her mid-thirties, well-groomed, dressed in a conservative 
grey business Suit, pushes away from the terminal, wheels 
her chair around to a credenza, picks up a phone. 


DARLA 
Prom night? 


HEATHER 
(plopping down in å chair? 
Somebody bring me a glass of 
water~--quick. I think I’m going 
to pass out. 


Barry rolis his eyes, plops down in a chair beside Heather, 
puts the flashlight down on a desk. 


DARLA 
(addressing Jenny) 
Damn answering machines. Don’t 
worry. He'll pick up. 

{then into the receiver)? 
Vilmer, God damn it, if you’re 
there, pick up the phone. 

{turning to Jenny) 
If I know him, he’s off puliing 
his pud. 


She reaches up under her blouse and massages her breast. 
Jenny looks away. 


DARLA 


Ah, they’re as phony as three 
dollar bills. Changed my life. 


cont, 


com. 


Jenny shakes 


She hangs up 


You hear the one about why 
blondes have iona fingernails?’ 


ner nead. 


DARLA 
? Cause they only chew their nails 
when they think. 


(then into the receiver) 
Vilmer, button it up. babe. 


{then to Jenny, indicating 
her breasts) 

The minute I show up with these 
every peanut farmer in the county 
thinks he’s God’s gift to women. 
What the hell, it makes life 
interesting. I doubled my 
commissions the first six months. 


tthen inte the receiver) 
Vilmer, some kids got in a wreck. 
One of them’s hurt. 
ito Jenny? 
Which way? 
JENNY - 
(pointing? 
Back that way. 


DARLA 
About how far? 

JENNY 

(shruas? 
A mile. 

DARLA 


cinto the phone? 
& mile back up 361 from me. 


the phone and turns to Jenny, et al. 


DARLA 
Y'all know why blondes stick 
their heads out of car windows? 


Heather kicks off her heels. wriggles her toes. 


HEATHER 
Huh, uh. 


BARLA 
To get a refiil. 


cont, 


HEATHER 
I don’t get it. 


DARLA 
Airheads. 


Heather bursts into belated iaughter. 


JENNY 
ito Barry?) 
How are we going to get back? 
Are you going to call your 
father? 


BARRY 
If the wrecker can get the cars 
apart, I think we can drive. 


Jenny picks up the flashlight, rattles it. It comes 


JENNY 
Well, we should go back and wait 
for them to come. And see if 
Sean’s okay. 


A shotgun BLAST shatters a window, showers them with 
Jenny and Barry dive to the floor. “Heather screams. 


DARLA 
Gh, don’t worry about it. it’s 
just some farmer's wife. 


(Calling out the window) 
Like I'm interested. 
(She bares her breasts to 


the window) 
See them and weep-—-bitch. 


A shrill WHISTLE and a CAT CALL come from outside 
window. Then LAUGHTER. 


Darla pulls her blouse down, turns to Jenny. 


DARLA 
Or high school kids. They’re 
always doing stuff to get me to 
flash them. 


the 


We 


EXT. CROSSROADS ~- SAME 


One 


glass. 


Across the street a light is on beneatn the port-a-~cote of 
the service station. @ MAN appears at the door, peers out. 


cont. 
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Bye 


36. cont. 
@ car full of teen-age boys runs the stop sign, rears 
through the crossroads, horn BLARING. 
CUT Tü: 
ig 
37. EXT. WRECK SITE ~ NIGHT 


Sean squats on his haunches beside Eric. Eric stirs, moans. 


ERIC 
It could be worse. 


SEAN 
What? 


But Eric’s still unconscious. The headiiants of an 
approaching vehicle appear behind Sean. He turns to face 
the lights, moves out into the road. waves his arms. 


A monstrous wrecker--the kind used to tow semis and heavy 
equipment--pulls up alongside the cars and stops. it towers 
over Sean. Static crackles over a C.B. radio. 


SEAN 
Is there an ambulance comina? 
This guy’s hurt. 


The driver of the tow truck, VILMER, doesn’t respond. The 
door creaks open and he climbs Slowly down out of the cab. 


SEAN 
I think he’s delirious. 


Vilmer~~he’s the Hitchhiker from the original Charnsaw-- 
wears a long, weathered yellow duster with the coliar up. 
The bill of a baseball cap shadows his face. There seems to 
be something oddly wrong with one of his legs. He moves 
slowly and with a distinct, mechanical Limo. Each step 15 
accompanied by a low, ELECTRICAL WHINE. 


Vilmer clumps over to Eric, kneels down beside him, puts his 
ear to his chest. 


SEAN 
Is he going to be okay? 


VILMER 
fear still to Eric's 
chest) 
Boy's dead. 


an. 
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SEAN 
No, he isn’t. He's just passed 
out. 


Vilmer gives Sean a sharp look from beneath the bill of his 
cap. 


VILMER 
I said he’s dead. 


SEAN 
But he was just talkina-~like 
talking in his sleep. 


VILMER 
We'll see about that. 


Vilmer cradles Eric’s head in his arms, arips Eric’s lower 
Jaw, gives a sharp, violent twist. Eric’s neck snaps with a 
Sickening CRACK. Vilmer looks up at Sean trom beneath tne 
bill of his cap. 


VILMER 
He’s dead now. 


Sean swallows hard, backs a step. 


VILMER 
It isn’t going to do you any good 
to run off down the road, 1711 
tell you that right now. 


SEAN 

What are you going to do to me? 
VILMER 

I’m going to kill you. It's no 


biggie. 


He gets to his teet, flips open his duster. pulis a straraht 
razor out of his pocket. 


VILMER 
Of course, it’s ditferent for 
every individual. 


Sean whirls, runs off down the road. 


Vilmer hobbies over to the wrecker, climbs in benina tne 
wheel. Again WE HEAR the strange ELECTRICAL WHINING. 


The wrecker whips around 180 degrees and iurches otf atter 
Sean. 


* Sf. EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE GRAVELED RGA - SAME 


The headlights of the wrecker bear down on Sean. 


Sean veers off the road, runs nerd up against the dense 
pines. 


The wrecker pull abreast of Sean, cruises alongside him. 
matching its speed to his. 


Sean stops. He’s breathing hard. The wrecker’s brake 
lights wink on. it stops opposite Sean. For a lona moment 
Sean and Vilmer look at one another across the space of ten 
yards. Neither moves. 


Then slowly Seans begins to back toward the rear of the 
wrecker. 


Vilmer snaps on a powerful spotlights. turns it on Sean. 
Sean freezes, shields his eyes. 


SEAN 
Please, Mister...» l'm scared. 


2 Vilmer lets cut a derisive snort. 


SEAN 
Why are you doing this? What did 
I do wrong to you? 


Vilmer doesn’t answer. 


SEAN 
At least tell me if there’s 
anything I can do to get you to 
let me qo. At least give me a 
chance. 


Vilmer doesn’t respond. Suddenly Sean bolts, runs back down 
the road. 


The wrecker’s gears grind and then, churning up loose 
gravel, it lurches after Sean in reverse. it picks up 
speed, bears down on Sean, whipping wildly trom side to 
side. 


Sean zigs, then zags, trying to anticipate the wrecker'’s 


moves, trying to zig when the truck zags. But he’s tiring 
fast--his breathing is ragged and his neart is poundina. 


Cont. 
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3% cont. 


a His zigging and zagaing become hypnotic, mesmerizina. like 
some bizarre dance, slow and carefuliv cnoreocaraphed. it 
doesn’t even occur to him to duck inte the trees. 


The wrecker zooms in close and the dance takes on a air oT 
resignation. Sean seems to move in Siow motion. 


and then, as if on cue, Sean and tne wrecker turn sharpbiv 
away from one another and then in tne next instant turn ang 
rush toward one another. 


THUMP! Sean goes down without a sound. The wrecker’s brake 
lights come on. And it's suddenly quiet. OGniy the idling 
of the wrecker’s engine breaks the silence. Mg G 


34, INT. WRECKER -~ SAME 


Vilmer picks up a tape off the seat, shoves ıt into the 
cassette player, cranks up the volume. 


The opening strains of the Guns and Roses’ version of “To 

Live and Let Die” reverberates through the cab. Vilmer Jams 

the wrecker into reverse, romps on the accelerator. The 

wrecker lurches backward--THUMP! The wrecker bucks as its- 
@ rear wheels pass over Sean. : 


The lyrics to "To Live and Let Die” kick in. 
Vilmer slams on the brakes, drops the wrecker into low Gear, 


stomps on the accelerator. Again the THUMP and again the 
wrecker bucks as its wheels pass over Sean. D 


46. EXT. GRAVELED ROAD SAME 


A LONG, WIDE SHOT of the wrecker. WE KEAR the GRINDING of 
it’s gears. It’s backup lights flare and then WE HEAR its 
engine STRAINING. It bucks and then again it’s brake liahts 
wink on. 


The SOUND of “Live and Let Die” fills the air, raucous and 


screeching. 
CUT TO: E 


4i. EXT. REAL ESTATE OFFICE - NIGHT 


Jenny, shining the flashlight ahead of her. clumps down the 
steps and out into the parking let. Heather, them Barry 
follow her out. 


s a 


H cont, 


Daria stands at the door, looks after them. 


DARLA 
Sorry I can’t offer you a ride. 
That wrecker will be along betore 
you know it. 


JENNY 
Thanks anyway. and thanks for 
calling tor us. 

DARLA x 
Watch out for the ol? bov that 
drives the wrecker. He talks 
tough, but you teii him how the 
cows eat the cabbage and you 
won't have any trouble. 


BARRY 
What about the service station-— 
think they might give us a ride? 


ON THE SERVICE STATION. A Man--it’s dark inside the service 
station and he appears in sSilhouette-~peers out the window. 
moves from window to window, following their progress across 
the parking lot. 


Darla waves otf the suggestion. 


DARLA 
That old man, he’s liable to 
shoot first and ask questions 
later. 
(then calling out to the 
service station} 
We see you, you old tart. 


Then, as they leave the parking lot... 


, HEATHER 
Why can’t I just wait nere and 
you come pick me up? I think 
there’s someone following me. 


BARRY 
(moving up close behind 
Heather) 
Yeah, me. 


Heather fends him otf. 
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e 42. EXT. GRAVELED ROAD - SAME 


Jenny, 


road. 


Heather and Harry as they move out onto the araveled 


HEATHER 
I?m serious. it’s like 
somebody's watching me. And 
then, when I turn around, there's 
nobody there. 


JENNY 
There really is this guy that 
follows me around. He's always 
trying to get me to ao witn him 
on his motorcycle. 


HEATHER 
Really? Who is he? What’s his 
name? 


JENNY 
I don’t know. He says his name 
is Angel, but I don’t think 
that’s really it. But you know 
what’s reaitly scarey? 


HEATHER 
What? Oh. I bet he has a tattoo. 


JENNY 
Huh, uh. It's that I'm going to 
go sometime. I know I am--and he 
knows it too. 


HEATHER 
Oh, God--Jenny, don’t. I just 
flashed on something-—-he’s 
probably one of those guys that 
will never ao to collene or aet a 
good job. 


45. EXT. 


EXT. SKY — NIGHT 


The moon is big and tull. it soars nian above the tree- 


tops. 


CUT Tu: 


44, EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE GRAVELED RUAD ~ LATER 


Jenny leads the way with the flashiianht. Heather and Barry 
fallow, They walk for some moments in silence. it's quiet. 
almost eerily quiet. Heather’s spooked. bhe ciinas to 
Barry’s arm, whispers in his ear. 


HEATHER 
Barry, there’s somebody out 
there. ł really mean it tnis 
time. i’m not just making it up. 
Barry.... Barry, stop. 
ishe jerks Barry to a 
stop? 
Listen. 


BARRY 
I don’t hear anything. 


HEATHER 
Jenny, stop. My feet hurt. I 
have to stop. Jenny... 


Jenny keeps walking. The headlights ot a vehicle appear far 
back down the road behind them, move rapidly toward them. 


BARRY 
What am 1 supposed to do--carry 
you? 

HEATHER 


Well, if Jenny won't stop, you 
could carry me piagy-back. Just 
for a little while--'til my feet 
get rested up. 


The headlights of the approachina vehicle pick up Harry and 
Heather. And now WE HEAR the HUM of its engine. Barry turns 
to face the oncoming vehicle. 


BARRY 
Alright! 


He moves out into the road, tries to flag it down. 


The vehicle, an old white pickup truck, swerves to the tar 
side of the road, rattles past Barry. Then suddenly its 
brake lights come on and it begins to slow. 


BARRY 
Come on. Run. 


He runs off atter the pickup. Heather nobbles atter nim. 


[ 
Gort. 
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HEATHER 
Wait. Barry.ecss i can’t keep 
up. 


ON JENNY. Fitty yards up the road she turns. tinas the 
pickup veering across the reac toward her. She scrambles 
out of its path. 


But the pickup turn sharply, bounces down the embankment. 
enters a narrow dirt road and disappears into the pines. 


BARRY 
Hey~-~-stop! Wait! 
ito Jenny as he charges up 
the dirt road after the 
pickup) 
Come on. Maybe we can get him to 
give us a ride. 


(then calling after the 


pickup) 
We just want a ride. We’ll pay 
you! 

HEATHER 


Barry. stop. What if they don’t 
want you to tollow them? 
(to Jenny) 
Jenny. 
(then limping up the dirt 

road after Barry) 
We could aet arrested tor 
trespassing. 


She disappears into the pines. 


Jenny stops on the roadside, listens to Heather and Barry 
calling back and forth to one another. Guickly their voices 
fade and then silence and suddenly it hits her-~-she’s alone. 
She glances around anxiously. 


JENNY 
Heather? 


A taint echo ot her voice comes back to her and nothing 
more. A couple of seconds tick past in silence. 


JENNY 
Barry? 


Again the only response she sets is the echo of her own 
voice. She starts up the dirt road, stops at the pines. 


cont. 
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di, cont 
JENNY 
Heather--can you hear me? 
Again no response. A 
45 EXT. DIRT ROAD — Same 


Jenny ventures into the pines...five. ten varas. Her pace 
slows...fifteen yards. 


Suddenly the flashlight goes out. She cries out, ratties 
it. It blinks on, then off. She rattles it again. 
Nothing. Sne bangs it against the palm ot her hand. Again 
nothing. : 


JENNY 
Barry? Heather? 


Still no answer and in a panic she rattles the flashliaqnt 
frantically. 


JENNY 
Please, please, please, God. 


Abruptly the light comes on. But its beam is weak. its 
light wan and yellow. a 


JENNY 
Oh, thank you, Jesus. I promise 
I?ll never ask you for anything 
ever again as long as 1 live. 


She shines the light up the dirt road. The beam diffuses in 
the darkness. There’s no sian of Barrv or Heather. Jenny 
backs toward the graveled road. 


JENNY 
Heather~-Barry. it you can hear 
me, I'm going to go see if Sean's 
okay. Okay? 


Again silence. And then a SOUND. a low HUMMING. at first 
Jenny’s not sure where it's coming trom. Then quickly it’s 
louder. And suddenly it hits her...it’s an engine. a 


motorcycle engine! ZZA 
Lae 


EXT. GRAVELED ROAD ~ SAME 


A motorcycle flashes past. A split second later Jenny burst 
out of the pines. 


lig 
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Car. 


JENNY 
Wait! 
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But she’s too late. The motorcycle’s gone. 


She races up the embankment to the ar 
motorcycle’s tail lights grow small i 
Jennys shoulders lump. 


aveled road. The 
n the distance. 


After a moment she gathers herself, starts down the araveled 
road. She goes ten feet, stops, turns the flashliant back 


to the dirt road. 


JENNY 
Barry? 


Silence. She swings the beam around, 
pines. 


JENNY 


Plays it over the dark 


Who’s there? Is there somebodv 


there? 


Again silence. She backs a step, then turns to ago when... 


eee twisted, FORM, a torm blacker th 
through the darkness, wraps itself ar 
screams, claws at it frantically, fli 
ripples across the road. lifts into t 
against the pines--a large sheet of b 


Jenny shudders, wraps her arms around 


EXT. DIRT ROAD — NIGHT 


Moonliaht filters through the pines, 
with a silvery light. 


Barry hurries up the road. Heather st 
clinging to his coattail. 


BARRY 
What do we look like., ma 
murderers? Gil we want 
ride. 


HEATHER 
You can shoot people and 
against the law, if they 
trespassing. 


an the night. whips 
ound Jenny’s head. She 
ngs it away. it 

he air, flattens itself 
lack plastic. 


herself. Sy, 
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dapples the dirt road 


umbles after him, 


ss 
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cont. 


BARKY 
it there’s a wreck. tnere’s a iaw 
you have to stop. that’s what we 


enould teli them--it they won't 
aive us a ride, thev’ii have to 
pay a Tine. 


HEATHER 
They’1li gust say tney didn’t see 
us. 


BARRY : 
We've got witnesses. It’s three 
against one. What happened to 
Jenny? 


HEATHER 

(shruaqs) 
What if they're murderers and 
they get people to follow them 
and then jump out from behind 
trees and stab them. 

(digging her nails into 
Barry’s arm) 

There could be people buried all 
around us and we'd never know. 


(shudder ing) 
they could chain us up ina 
cellar and there couid be rats 
and snakes and nobody would ever 
hear us. 


BARRY 
That’s dumb. There aren’t any 
cellars in nouses around here. 


HEATHER 
Don’t call me dumb, Barry. I may 
not be the smartest person in the 
world, but I’m not stupid. 1 act 
like it sometimes to get people 
to like me, But that’s all. 


BARRY 
Yeah, right. 


HEATHER 
All that stuf? about murderers 
and people tollowing me. I know 
it’s mot true. But it’s better 
than being bored. i?ii tell you 
what's stunid--what you said 


ad. 
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47. cot, 
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about making out with Brenda. 
Even if 1 was stupia., 1 wouldn't 
believe that. 


BARRY 
I don’t believe it. 


HEATHER 
No, I’m not. i'm a bitch. i 
like being popular and hangına 
out with all tne so-calied cool 
people--which you're considered 
one of, as it you didn’t know. 


BARRY 
What’s wrong with that? 


HEATHER 
tishrua@s) 
I wish I was like Jenny. 


BARRY 
She’s a dog. 
HEATHER 
Oh, huh. You just don’t know. 
BARRY 
What? 
HEATHER 


Everybody thinks she’s such a 
chicken, right? 


BARRY 
Right. 


HEATHER 
Her mother's such a slut she gets 
married every tifteen minutes and 
her husbands are always hitting 
on Jenny. That’s why she’s like 
she is. But I’ve had P.E. with 
her-~she’s got a boty to die for. 


BARRY 
Really? 


HEATHER 
But about important things, she’s 
not afraid. iřd like to be like 
that. i don't do anythina. if 
it’s not cool. 


47. cont. 
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BARRY 
Like what? 


HEATHER 
Okay, E'il tell you something, 
but you won’t like it. 


BARRY 
What? 

HEATHER 
It’s about sexccee 

BARRY 
Teli me. 

HEATHER 
Okay. 


«(she takes a deep breath) 
If I was really in love with you, 
l’d have sex with you. And, 
something else, there’s somebody 
l really do like and, if I wasn’t 
such a chicken, that’s who I'd 
have sex with. 


BARRY 
Who? 
HEATHER 
You'd just call him a nerd. 
BARRY 
re you acing to tell me his name 
or not? 
HEATHER 
You'll laugh. 
BARRY 


No, I won't. 


Heather hesitates a moment, then: 


HEATHER 
Sean. 
BARRY 
Sean! 
(laughing) 


He is a nerd. 


4g 
47. coat. 


HEATHER 
i knew it--it's going to be all 
ever school. 


Barry thinks a minute, thens 


BARRY 
it you don’t break up with me 
*til after graduation, I won't 


tell. 
HEATHER 
Really? 
ithen wary? 
Ever? 


BARRY 
Okay. But I get to sav I broke 
up wath you. 


Heather shruas. 


BARRY 
Think you might go out with Sean 
atter we break up? 


HEATHER 
Knowing me, I doubt it. What 
about you--you think you'd ever 
ask Jenny out? 


Barry thinks about it, then: 


BARRY 
it I could think of some place to 
take her where nobody I know 
would see me. 


HEATHER 

You know what would be pertect’ 
BARRY 

What? 
HEATHER 


If we got married. 


Barry shrugs. hey walk for a time in silence. Then 
suddenly the pines give way and a stranoe clearing opens uo 
betore them. 
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a 42. EXT. CLEARING — NIGHT 


In the center of the ciearing is a bia. two story Victorian 
farmhouse. & battered white pickup 15 parkea in tne vara in 
front of the nouse. The clearing trom the pines to the 
house is black, charred. every bit of vegetation burned to 


the ground. 


The windows on the first story of the house are boarded un. 
Other than a lighted second story window, the house is dark. 


BARRY j 
Looks like they had a fire. 


Heather leads the way across the clearina. 


HEATHER 
Tell them we'll pay them fifty 
dollars, if they give us a ride. 


BARRY 
Fafty bucks! 


HEATHER 
Oh, you don’t really give it to 
them. We tell them to send us a 
e bill and, if they aet mad. qive 
them five bucks and tell them 
we'll send them the rest. Then 
you keep going back and forth 
’tal finally you give them ten 
bucks. it's just business. My 
father does it all the time. Ye 


4q, EXT. FARMHOUSE — SAME 
Heather mounts the steps, crosses a wide front porch, 
punches the doorbell three or four times. then pounds on the 
door jamb. 


HEATHER 
Hey! is anybody home? Hello. 


{to Barry) 
Jesus, they must be deat. 


tthen again calling out? 
Helio. is anybody in there? 


BARRY 
Maybe they’re around in Dack and 
they can’t near us. 


Heather throws up her nands. 


* Cont. 
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HF gore 42 
BARRY 
Ili go check. 
He jogs down the steps, disappears around tne side of the 
house. 
in exasperation Heatner kicks the door. stubs ner toe. 
HEATHER 
Ow, damn it. 
She hobbles over to a porch swing, sits down, nurses her 
toe. 
CUT TO: 3g 
50. EXT. FARMHOUSE - SIDE — SAME 


On the side of the house toward the rear there’s a lianted 
window high up on the first floor.’ 


Harry walks up the side of the house, stops beneath the 
window, backs away from the house and tries to get a look 
inside. The window’s too high and all he sees is a patch oT 
ceiling. 


He walks up under the window. it’s two feet above nis head. 
He jumps up, grabs the sill. His feet CLUMP against the 
side of the house. He chins himself up. peers over the 
windowsill into the kitchen. 


From Barry’s POV WE SEE... 


eeethe kitchen. it's larae. old tasnioned ano unremarkable 
except for its extreme filth. The counters are littered 
with dirty dishes, remnants of food, junk--tools, hundreds 
of AA batteries, spools of duct tape, wire, a cardboard box 
piled high with remote control devices. The sink is full of 
dirty dishwater. A dozen Large plastic garbage cans 

ever flow with garbage. A couple of ladderback chairs stand 
against a wall. In the center of the room is a larae 
butcher block table. 


Barry drops to the ground, gusts himself off. 


cur TO: 


cont. { Sys 


gi. 


EXT. FARMHOUSE — FRONT PORCH ~ SAME 


Heather pulls the bodice ot her dress out, lets the cool 
night air flow over her breasts. 


43 


There's a movement in the shadows behind her and suddeniv wE 


REALIZE there’s someone standing over her. 


It's too dark to make out teatures, but whoever it 15. is 
huge, seven feet tail with areat. bread sloping shoulders. 


The figure leans forward over Heather's head. examines her 


hair and it’s only then that WE SEE that he's wearing some 


sort of mask, a thick, rubbery thing. it appears to be 


a 


face with coarse, brutish teatures and raoaed cutouts tor 


eyes and mouth--it’s LEATHERFACE. He wears camoutTiaoce Army 


fatigues beneath a yellow rubber butcher’s apron. 


Tentatively, almost delicately, he iifts a strana of 
Heather’s hair, examines it closely. 


Heather feels somethina, smooths back her hair. 


Leather face snatches his hand away the instant before 
Heather’s hand comes into contact with his. 


Again he lifts a strand ot her hair. toys with it. 


HEATHER 
(shudder ing) 
Buas, ugh. 


She smooths back her Nair again, and again Leather face 
avoids contact with her hand. 


$2. 


EXT. FARMHOUSE ~- REAR ~ SAME 


Barry ambles up a tlaqstone waik., approaches a scr@enearin 


porch. 


Behind Barry a slender, wild-eyed man in his mid-sixties. 
W.E.--the Cook trom the original Cnainsaw--enters the frame. 
snugs the butt of an ancient double-barreled shotgun against 


his shoulder, draws a bead on Barry. 


W.E. 
That’s far enough. 
ae 3/3 
Barry stops in his tracks. 


Grr. 


cont. 


BARRY 
it’s okay. 
iturning to tace W.E.} 
We had a wreck and we need a 
ride. 


W.E. thumbs back one hammer. 


BARRY 
You better not shoot me, Mister. 
There was a man that shot a kid 
that was wrapping his house and 
they aot him for murder. 


a6 


W.E. draws himself unm to his tuli neiant, thumbs back the 


second hammer. 


WE. 
“I have not yet beaun to fiant.” 
John Paul Jones. 

BARRY 
Huh? 


CUT TOs 


cul TOs 


a D 


53, EXT. FARMHOUSE ~ FRONT PORCH — SAME 
Again, deliberately, delicatly, Leatherface lifts a strand 
of Heather’s hair. 
HEATHER 
Okay, okay. Enough is enough. 
She brushes back her hair, gets to her feet. turns, finds 
herself face to face with Leatherface. She screams. backs 
away. Leatherface screams in chorus with her. 
$4. EXT. FARMHOUSE ~ REAR — SAME 


Barry flinches at the SOUND of Heather’s screams. 


BARRY 
it’s Heather. I better eo see if 
she's okay. 


A tick develops beneath W.. ŽS eye. 


cont. 


34. 


tov. 
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BARRY 
it's okay. Sne’s my Giritriend. 


55. 


56 


EXT. FARMHOUSE - FRUNT FURCH - SAME 


Heather tries to run, but fear paralyzes her leas. ina 
flash Leatherface is on her. He wraps his arms around her, 
lifts her off her feet and carries her into the house. 


INT. FARMHOUSE ~ HALLWAY — SAME 


Heather wriagles out of Leatherface’s grasp, dives through a 
door, slams it behind ner. 


$7. INT. STOREROOM — SAME 


The room is dark. Heather bolts the door, then teels around 
for a light switch. 


HEATHER 
Oh, God. Oh. no. 


A light comes on--a single wan, vellow bulb Gangiina trom a 
frayed cord. 


The room is crammed floor to ceiling with the accumulated 
Junk of a hundred years. 


Heather brushes aside a curtain of cobwebs and moves ints 
the room, sidling past a table piles high with old radios, 
televisions, household appliances. Dust rises in thick 
clouds. She gags, covers her mouth and nose with her hand. 


The door SPLINTERS, bursts open behind her. Leatherface 
fills the doorway, lets out a terrible roar. 


Heather screams, backs against an antique table. 


HEATHER 
Help. Somebody, please help. 


Her hand closes on a preserves jar. The table over fiows 
with glass jars. 


Leatherface lunges tor Heather. 


Sh 
coat. 
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57. cont. 


Heather throws the jar- it catches Leatherface full in the 
face. He stops dead in nis tracks. Biinks. iicks breserves 
eff his lips. 


Heather picks up a second gar. 

Leather face starts for her. She throws the jar. 

Leather face watches it, seeming tascinated by its Tiiant. 
At the last second he gives a sliant movement of nis Nean 


and it whizzes past nis ear, shatters against tne WALL» 


Heather scoots around the far side of the table. sweepina 
Jars off the table behind her. 


Leather face bulls ahead, heedless of the broken glass. 
Heather scrambles up a mound of boxes, crates, odds and ends 
of children’s toys. She steps on the wheel of a bicycle. 
Her foot plunges through the spokes. She tumbles head over 
heels down the slope of the mound to the floor, takina the 
bicycle with her. 


Leather face plows after Heather, flinging heavy boxes. larae 
crates aside with ease. 


Heather struaqaqles to free herself ef the bicvele. 


Leather face lunges for tne bicycle, grabs its handiepars and 
hand over hand draas the bicvcle and Heather to him. 


Heather screams, kicks at the wheel with ner free foot. 


Leather face reaches tor Heather. His outstretched fingers 
hover over her ankle. 


Heather screams. And then, miraculously, ner foot oops 
free. She wriggles away and burrows deep into a wali of a 
cardboard boxes. 

For a long, tense moment there’s silence. Deep within the 
wall ot boxes, Heather nolds her breath, tries to still the 
pounding of her heart. 


Then a huge hand explodes through a cardboard box, closes on 
Heathers ankie. 


Heather screams, kicks at Leatherfaces hand. 
Leather face drags her Kicking and clawing into the open. 


Heather kicks Leatherface full in the face. 


cont. 


57. 


57. 
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cont. 
Leatherface howls, releases Heather. lurches to his feet. 


Heather scrambles to her teet, ducks past Leatherface and 
makes a break for the door. 


Leather face attacks a six foot tall metal shelf, topples it. 


The shelf crashes to the floor at Heathers teet., It biocks 
the door. Heather ciimpos over the shelt. tries to open tne 
door. it opens a crack--no more than an incn-—-stoos. Sne 
works her tingers into the crack. manages to open a space ort 
four inches, wedges nersel? into the opening. 


Leather face wades throush the rubbie toward Heather. 
Heather claws at the door. 


HEATHER 
Please, please. Oh, please, God. 


But it’s no use. The opening is too small. 


Leather face launches himself at the door. Heather screams. 


Leather face arabs the doorknob, tears the door off its 
hinges, flings it aside, sweeps Heather into his arms. ` Sq G+) 


INT. HALLWAY ~ SAME 


Heather opens her mouth to scream. Leatherface pins 
Heather’s arms to her sides with one massive arm, ana with 
the other clamps a hand over her mouth. G 


34, 


INT. VESTIBULE ~ SAME 


Doors open off all sides of the vestibule., ta the riant 15 
the door to an enclosed porch. to the left the kitchen door, 
and-~opposite the naliway door--the door to a batnroom. 


Leather face ducks unger the coorgamp into the vestibule. 


Kicks open the door to the enclosed porch. ; 
"g 


BO. 


INT. ENCLOSED PORCH -— NIGHT 


What must once have been a service porch, now enclosed--it's 
cluttered with ancient washing machines, dryers, 
refrigerators, garden tools. A huge top loading freezer. 
filthy and pitted with rust, sits against one wall- Two 
rusty meathocks hang trom a ceiling joist. 
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> Leather face enters, flips up the freezer lid, stuffs Heather 
inside, slams the lid down. 


Heather kicks the lid open, starts out of the freezer. 
Leatherface forces her back down. Heather claws at him. 


HEATHER 
No. No. 


Leatherface shoves her deep inte the freezer, slams the lid. 
Again Heather kicks it open. Leather face slams it down. 
heftts a washing machine, slams it down on top of the 
freezer. 


cul TOs 34g Ea) 


Gl. EXT. FARMHOUSE - FRUNT PURCH - NIGHT 


W.E., holding Barry at gunpoint. pushes open the tront door. 
motions Barry inside. Barry balks. 


BARRY 
If I ao in the house, it's 
Kidnapping. My father's a 
lawyer, okay?’ 1 know what I'm 
© talking about. 


The W.E. jams the muzzle of the shotaqun into Barry’s back. 
prods his through the door. 


BARRY 
Okay, okay. Anyway I need to use 
your bathroom. O 


£2, INT. FARMHOUSE ~ HALLWAY - SAME 


Barry enters the house. whiris, slams the door in the W.E.’s 
face, bolts the door. 


BARRY 
Dumbass! Oe 


43, EXT. FARMHOUSE - FRONI PORCH - SAME 
The H.E. bridles, thrusts out his beliv in a show of 
belligerence, levels the shotaun on the goor. Then nis tace 
fails and he slowly lowers the aun. 


N, 


ag 


* 64. INT. FARMHOUSE — HALLWAY ~ SAME 
Barry motes the missing storercom door. buts nis heau 
inside. 
BARRY 
Heather? 


Then, getting no answer. he withdraws, returns to the front 


door, calls out to W.E. 


BARRY . 
Where’s your phone? I'm callina 
the cops. 


WE. (0.S.) 
Ain't got no phone. 


BARRY 
Yeah. Sure. 


(turning away from the 
door) 
Where’s the bathroom? 


Not waiting for an answer, he stroils up hallway to the 
vestibule, peers inside. 


@ BARRY 


Heather? 


No answer. D) 


65. INT. VESTIBULE — SAME 


Barry grimaces, crosses the vestibule to the bathroom door. 
opens it, feels around for a light switch, flicks it on. 


éb. INT. BATHROOM — NIGHT 


The commode is to the left of the door against the wali. 
Barry enters the bathroom, unzips and urinates. The wall 
behind the commode and the commoce are filthy. 


BARRY 
fcalling out? 
Heather--there’s some old tart 
out there with a shotaun--i 
locked nim out. You should have 
seen me. Heatner...?7 


He zips up, turns around and for the first time se@e5... 


2 Cont, 


50 


&. cont. 


> es- MUGS, Clawfoot bathtub and hait-submerged in a pool of 
congealed blood and viscera... FPRRILALLY MUMMIFIED CADAVER. 


Berry gaqs. turns to the door... 


=2eNaliled to the door 1s the skin of a middie-aged woman. 
Barry screams. 
Byg {Hre 


é7 INI. VESTIBULE - SAME 


Barry backs out of the bathroom. 


BARRY 
Heather...? 


Suddenly Leatherface appears, a twelve-pound sledgehammer 
poised to strike. 


Barry stops dead in his tracks. The head of the huge, lona- 
handled sledge connects flush to the center of his forehead. 
He’s dead before he hits the floor. For a moment it’s 

utterly quiet and then there’s a POUNDING on the front door. 


W.E. (0.5.9) 
What are you doina in there? 
Open this door. 


Leather face whimpers. arabs Harry’s ieas. draas him through 
the vestibule. E 


£8, INT. ENCLOSED PORCH — SAME 


A muffled POUNDING comes from the freezer. Tne wasnina 
machine teeters on the edae of tne freezer. 


Leather face enters. Tne washing machine topples over the 
edge of the freezer. Leatherface flinas Barry aside. rushes 
to catch the washing machine, reels backward across the 
room, slams into a wall. 


The freezer pops open and Heather vaults out. makes a break 


for the door. 
Brg 


ort, 
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70. 


Si 


cont. 


Leather face drops the washing machine. grabs Heather. 


Heather screams, Claws at Leatherface. Leatherface clamps a 


hand over her mouth. Heather bites his hand. Leather face 
howls, whirls around and around in a panic. then lifts 
Heather high into the air. slams her down onto one of the 
rusty meathooks. Heather opens her mouth to scream..-no 
sound comes out. She arabs the meathook, strunagles to puli 
herself up. 


And then WE HEAR W.E. callina throuan the tront door. 


WE. (G.S.? 
I?m fixing to cut me a switch. 


Leather face whimpers. snakes his hands in a dither. 


cue iQ: 


EXT. GRAVELED ROAD -~ NIGHT 
Jenny limps along the road. She’s worn through the soles of 


her stockings and they ride up over ner ankles. Sne stops. 


wriaggles out of them, tosses them into the ditch. 
The moon's up high. The sky is clear and cloudless. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. WRECK SITE ~ LATER 


The beam of Jenny’s flashlight picks up a wheelcover-—-the 
wheelcover of a Lincoln Towne Car. 


Jenny stops, plays the light over the area. 


It’s littered with oroken glass. Ano off the shoulder of 
the road in the soft ground are deer ruts where tne cars 


D 


went oft the road. But there’s no sian of the cars., NO sian 


of Sean or Eric. 
Puzzled Jenny shines the light into the trees. 


JENNY 
Sean? 


Silence. She turns the light all around, looking for any 


sign, any clue as to what miaht have happened. But there's 


nothing. She stands still fer a long moment, not knowing 
what to think, what to do--thens 


Cort, 


2% 
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ort. 


JENNY 
tcallina out? 
Sean? 


Again silence. Tears start into ner eyes. Guicklv she 
brushes them away, takes a deep breath. 


Suddenly the flashlight dims. It’s too weak even to project 
a beam. Jenny rattles it. it goes completely out. She 
rattles it again. Nothing, not even a flicker. Sne pounds 
it against the road. Still nothing. She stops. it’s 
useless and she knows it. $ 


Seconds tick past in silence. in darkness. in the Silver 
light of the moon the whiteness of her gown seems to aiow. 


One moment Jenny seems resclved to make a move and the next 
her resolution dissolves. More seconds tick past. 


Then, far up the road. the headliahts of an automobile 
appear. 


Still Jenny doesn’t move. The neadliants draw nearer. 
After some moments Jenny shakes off her inertia and moves : 
out into the road. 


And now WE HEAR the SOUND of the vehicle’s engine. it’s 
headlights sweep over Jenny. She waves her arms. The 
vehicle pulls abreast of her and stops. it’s the wrecker. 


Vilmer kicks open the passenger door, leans across the seat. 
calls to Jenny. 


VILMER 
I hauled those cars off. Get in. 
I?ll give you a ride. 


JENNY 
Where’s Sean? 


VILMER 
Either you want a ride or you 
don’t. it’s up to you. 


He revs the engine, drons the wrecker into cear. 


JENNY 
Wait. where are you taking me? 


VILMER 
Where you want to aot 


cont. 


JENNY 
Where's Sean? 
VILMER 
is tnat your bovfriend? 
JENNY 
Yes. The one that wasn’t hurt. 
Do you know where he is? 


VILMER 
Get in. 
JENNY 


But where’s Sean? 


VILMER 
God damn it, I said get in. 


Jenny backs away from the wrecker. Vilmer lets out the 
clutch, slowly eases the wrecker forward. Jenny hesitates a 
moment, thens 


JENNY 
Wait. 
She climbs into the cab. We 
7. INT. WRECKER ~ NIGHT 
For a time they ride in silence. Jenny clutches the 
flashlight, ready to strike at the least provocation. But 
as the seconds tick past and nothing happens she beains to 
relax. Then... 
VILMER 
You ought not to be getting in 
cars with strangers. 
Jenny tenses, tightens her arip on the tiashiigqht.- 
VILMER 
There was a man picked up a girl, 
chopped off both ner arms ang 
stuffed her in a culvert. Left 
her for dead. 
JENNY 
Stop it. fy 


cont 


cent, 


VILMER 
The trouble with nim was he 
didn’t have no king of 
imagination. 


JENNY 
You're scaring me. 


VILMER 
You're not scared. You’re gust 
talking scared. Heli. you don’t 
know nothing about scared, not 
Just yet. if you want to know 
about scared, look behind you. 


Jenny cries out, whirls, sees nothing but her 
the rear windshield. Vilmer laughs, snatches 
oft her nose, tosses them out the window. 


VILMER 
Look again. 


Jenny cries out, backs against the door. 


JENNY 
I think 1 want you to stop ana 
let me out. 


VILMER 

You think? 

(speeding up? 
Or you know? 

(slowing down) 
Look again. 

(speeding up a again) 

Go on. 


A half a mile ahead of them a vehicle tears o 
Qraveled road from a side road, speeds away. 


JENNY 
If £ look, will you stop? 


Vilmer hits the brakes...hard. The wrecker s 
stop, throwing Jenny against the dashboard. 
her hands to brace herself. The tlashlight r 
floorboard. 


Vilmer lunges across the seat, arabs Jenny. 


cont. 


54 


retlection in 
her glasses 


ut onto the 


lides to a 
She puts out 
olls onto the 


Jenny screams. 


cent. 55 


VILMER 
(turning her to tace the 
rear windshield) 
You wanted to ston. 


Then, forcing her against the rear windshield... 


ees from Jenny’s POV we SEE the rear of the wrecker. Gravel 
dust billows over the cab. cbscuring her view. Tren. as it 
begins to clear, WE MAKE OUI the blurred torm of the wencn. 
Somethinge’s hanging from it, twisting and turning in tne 
air. : 


And then the gravel dust clears the cab ana WE SEE... 


e» Chained together at the ankles, sean ana Eric oanoie heao 
down from the wench arm. 


JENNY 
Oh, God. Gn, God. 


She bows her head and sobs. 


VILMER 
Of course, you got to throw in a 
little something to let them know 
it isn’t Saturday morning 
cartoons. 


JENNY 
What’s acing to happen to me? 


Vilmer throws Jenny against the dashboard. wipes his hands 
on his shirt—-front. 


VILMER 
You think I give a damn what 
happens to you? 


He drops the wrecker into low gear. romps on the 
accelerator. Jenny hugs tne door, furtively pushes the 
handle down, eases the door open a crack. 


JENNY 
Are you letting me go? 


The wrecker picks up speed--twenty, thirty miles per nour. 


VILMER 
You figure it out. 


cont. 


* (shifting into second 
Gear > 
it's your God damn life. 


JENNY 
I don’t understand. 


VILMER 
Welcome to the real world. 


Jenny looks down at the road flashing past beneath her. 
gathers herselt to jump. 


In a flash Vilmer slams on the brakes. lunces for Jenny. 


Jenny screams, throws herself out of the wrecker. EJ 
Sv 


72, EXT. GRAVELED ROAD - SAME 


Jenny hits the road, curls into a ball, tumbies into tne 
ditch. 


Twenty-five yards beyond her tne wrecker siilces to a Stop. 


Jenny reels across the road ana plunges into the woods. A D 


a 73. EXT. WOODS — SAME 


The pines here are big and widespread, towering thirty and 
forty feet into the air. 


Jenny runs twenty yards inte the woods, trips over the 
exposed roots of a huge pine, goes down. She gets to her 
hands and knees, crawls behind the trunk of the tree. peers 
out at the road. 


From Jenny’s POV WE SEE the wrecker backing down the road. 
then sliding to a stop opposite her. 


Jenny gets to ner teet, cautiously backs deeper into the 
woods. 


The beam of a powertul spotlight punctures the darkness. 
probes the woods. 


Jenny ducks behind a tree. 


Then WE HEAR the wrecker’s gears GRINDING. it backs around. 
its headlights sweeping past Jenny, then stops. 


Vilmer shoves a cassette into the tape player. 


© * 


cont, 


57 


= The spotlight searches the woods. Then again the GRINDING 
of gears. And then, enaine racing, the wrecker shoots 
across the road, leaps the ditch and piunaes inte tne woods. 
it’s heading streiaqnt tor Jenny. 


Jenny breaks from tne cover of the tree. veers snaroiv awav 
from the wrecker. 


The spotlight picks ner up and the wrecker veers to toliow 
her, horn BLARING. 


Jenny cuts back in the opposite direction. The spotiiant 
stays on her and the wrecker veers again, races through the 
trees atter her. lt's gaining on her. Twenty yards 
separate them, then ten. 


”1?11 Be Watching You,” by The Police comes up over the 
SOUND of the wreckers enqine. 


Jenny ziags and zaas through the trees. ihe spotlight and 
the wrecker track her, match every move she makes. Five 
yards. 


Vilmer guns the wrecker’s enaine, runs the wrecker’s front 


@ bumper up on Jenny's heels. 
At the same moment Jenny runs into a wall ot trees-~a dense 
stand of pine sapiings not more than sıx ano e1ant inches 
apart. Sp © 


74. EXT. STAND OF TREES - SAME 


Jenny enters the stand of trees, squeezes between two 
saplings, then quickly melts deeper into the stand ot trees. 


© 


75, EXT. WRECKER ~ SAME 


The wrecker slams into the wall of saplinas. comes to an 
abrupt halt. Vilmer leaps out of the cab, trains the 
spotlight on Jenny. 


VILMER 
You don’t know what the hell 
you're doing. OA 


76. EXT. STAND OF TREES ~ SAME 


Jenny squeezes deeper and deeper into the stana of trees. 


ba, 
$ cont ¥ 


TE 


K. 


58 
Cont . 


VILMER (0.8.3 
where do you think vou’re coing? 


Jenny pushes deeper into the trees. Tne ceeper sne& Goes the 
denser the trees. They become almost impenetranpie. biottina 
out the spotiiaqnt. Jenny stops. tries to catch her breatn. 


n CB 


EXT. WRECKER -— SAME 


Vilmer switches off tne spotiiant. then the neadliants. jhe 
music, “I'll Be Watching You.” tades. 


VILMER 
It that's wnat you want, it's up 


to you. O) 


EXT. STAND OF TREES ~ SAME 


For a moment the blackness is total. Slowly Jenny’s eves 
adjust. She begins to see shapes--the trunks of trees, etc. 
Then a SOUND sends a chill up her spine--the SOUND of 
something moving through the trees, somethina BIG. She 
holds her breath, listens intently. The SUUND stops. Iwo. 
three, then ten seconds tick past and nothing, no sound. 
Jenny exhales. 


From somewhere far away the sound of music comes to her on 
the wind. The tune seems familiar. But it’s too tar awav 
and the notes too broken up to be identified. 


Then there’s a faint rustling in the trees off to vennv's 
left. She gasps. turns to the sound. 


And then a deafening KUAR shatters the quiet~-the KUHK of a 
chainsaw. Leatherface rears up behing Jenny. tne huge blade 
ot his chainsaw ripping through the pine saplinas.- 


Jenny screams, runs for her lite. Branches, rough bark snaa 
her hair, her gown, tear at her flesh. a 


TA. 


EXT. WRECKER ~ SAME 


Vilmer climbs into the wrecker. shoves it into reverse. 
floors the accelerator. 


VILMER 
Live and learn. 


Sg 


EXT. STAND OF TREES ~ SAME 


Jenny tries to squeeze between two stout saplings. becomes 
stuck, She tries to back out. but it’s no good. She's 
caught. 


A cloud of blue smoke swirling around him, Leatnerface cuts 
a great swath through the trees. Hefs on ton of Jenny. 
Another swipe of the nue chainsaw and it wili be Over. 


Jenny goes wild, streaming and clawina at the trees. AnG 
suddenly, miraculousiy. sne pons tree. runs on. E 


FI. 


72. 


EXT. OPEN FIELD - MOMENTS LATER 


Jenny stumbles out of the woots into a open fiel. trios. 
goes down tace first, gets to her hands and knees. 


Leather face charges out of the woods. the CHAINSAW ROARING. 
descends upon her. 


Jenny gets to her feet. tears out across the tield. E) 


EXT. STOCK TANK ~ MOMENTS LATER 


Jenny labors up the earthen bank of a stock tank, tumbles 
down the slope into the tank. 


A scum of green water covers the bottom of the tank. Jenny 
picks herself up, sioas into the tank. At every step she 
Sinks to her knees in a deep. soft mud. It sucks at her 
leas. Her feet come out with a wet, PURPRPING SOUND. Mud 
clings to her dress. boas her down. 


Leather face appears at the crest of the bank, throws Back 
his head and howls. Jenny screams. 


Leather face rumbles down the bank, wades into the tank. 
descends upon Jenny with electritvino speed. 


Jenny tears the mud caked tatteta off her gown, dives to her 
belly and slithers across the surface of the tank. 


Leather face rears over her. raises the chainsaw niah over 
his head. 


Suddenly Jenny finds solid footing, Sauirts away, Scrambles 
to her feet, clambers up the tar bank of the stock tank. 


C9 
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= 33. EXT. FARMHOUSE -— MOMENTS LATER 
The farmhouse. A beat-up Volvo station wagon is parked out 
front. 


Jenny races across the charred clearing. Leatherface enters 
the clearing behind her, charges after her. 


Jenny runs up the steps and across the wide tront porch of 
the farmhouse, throws open the screen and POUNDS on the 
tront door. 


JENNY 
Help: Help! Upen the door! 


Then, glancing over her shouider, she see Leathertace mount 
the steps behind her. 


She screams, fumbles at tne doorknob-—THE DUOR UFENS: 


Leather face charges across the porch. 2) 


7 INT. FARMHOUSE — HALLWAY — NiGHi 


Jenny tumbles into the tarmnouse, slams the door in 
ee Leather face’s face, turns the dead bolt. 


For a moment the ROAR of the chainsaw is muttied and WE HEAR 
music, hard-driving, head-banging rock ’n roll. coming from 
upstairs. 


The huge carbide tippea blade of the chainsaw rips through 
the door in Jenny face. 


She screams, backs away, swinas around the newel post and 
races up the stairs. =) 


Z5. INT. LANDING — MOMENTS LATER 


Jenny sprints across the landing, dives through a nal t-open 
door into a room. C® 


36. INT. MUSIC ROOM - SAME 


Three teenagers, the LEAD GUINARISI. tne bebs SUliaARlsi. ana 
a DRUMMER play their electrified instruments at a geafenina 
level. Their music is raucous, discordant and they're 
totally into it, oblivious of Jenny’s entrance. 18: 


O) cont. 
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co. 


A fourth young man. the HANGER-UN, Sits on dilanidatea Sota, 
his head jerking viclentiy in rhythm with tne music. 


Jenny appeals to the Bass Fiever. the sound of tne music 
drowns her words. The bass Flaver pays no attention to ner. 
She graps her arm and appeals to nim again. He spruas ner 
eff. She falls to her knees, tries to tear tne auitar out 
of his hands. He wrestles the instrument free ana continues 
playing. 


The Hanger-On comes up behind Jenny, helps her to her teet. 
leads her out the door. She tries to teil him somethina. 
but he indicates he can’t hear her. Ys E] 


INT. LANDING ~ SAME 


The moment Jenny hits the threshold the Hanger-0n gives ner 
a shove, then slams and bolts the acor behing her. 


Jenny sprawls across the landina. From Jennv's POV WE SEE 
the front door. Leathertace reaches throuan a nole ne’s 
gouged in the door and tumbles with the deadpoit. 


Jenny scrambles to her teet, enters a lianted room opnosite 
the music room. : 


@ 


F7. INT. fAXLDERMY RUOUM — SAME 


A florescent work Light spiils a pool of hard. briant liaht 
across a workbench. The rest ot the room 1s in snadows. À 
stuffed Turkey buzzard sits on the workbench amidst the 
clutter of a taxidermists tools. Draped across the ena of 
the workbench is the skin of some large animal. 


Jenny stops in front of the bench. Then, sensing something 
behind her, she turns and comes face to face withee- 


eof UNIFORMED TEXAS DPS OFFICER COMPLETE WITH MIRRORED 
SUNGLASSES AND REVOLVER. 


Jenny gasps, then: 


JENNY 
Gh, thank God, thank God. 
¥OUs ees 


She stops in mid-sentence. sensing that something 15 not 
guite right. There’s somethnina about the stitfiness ot the 
Oiticer that sends a chili uo her spine. 


ef, 
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62. 


cart. 


JENNY 
Hello... ? 


And then it hits her--THE GFFICER iS THE WOKK OF A 
TAXIDERMIS?T‘: Sne clasps her mands to ner mouth im horror. 
backs away. 


JENNY 
Gh, bod. Uh, no. 


And then it dawns on her-~iHE OFFICER is ARMED. 


INT. LANDING - MOMENTS LATER 


Jenny comes out of the taxidermy room with the Ofticer’s 
revolver. 


Leather face kicks open the front door. bursts into the 
farmhouse. 


Jenny screams. 


Leather face throws back his head and howls. A clumsy swipe 
of the chainsaw cuts through the newei post and a areat 
section the balustrade. He charaes up tne stairs. 


Jenny draws a bead on Leathertace. Leather face stoos in mis 
tracks. For the space of a heartbeat neitner of them moves. 
Then Jenny's finger tiahtens on the triager. Leathertace 
lunges up the stairs. CLIULK, CLICK, LCLICK--EMPTY. EMPTY. 
EMPTY! Jenny backs a step. tnrows the revoiver at 

Leather face. 


Leather face swats the revolver away with the biade of the 
chainsaw. 


Jenny sprints across the landing and dives througn a window. 


EXT. FARMHOUSE ~- ROOF - NIGHT 


Jenny sleds down the roof in a hail of broken glass. The 
root flattens out over a back porch, breaks her fall. She 
gets te her hands and knees, glances over her shoulder at 
the window. 


Leatherface appears in the window, clears the broken 
mullions with a swipe of the chainsaw. 


Jenny scrambles up the roof to the peak. races alona tne 
peak to a big chimney, ducks behind it. 


cont. 
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cet. 


Leather face climbs out of the window onto the roof, looks 
around for Jenny. 


Jenny scrunches down behind the chimney. Then she notices 
her gown sticking out past the chimney. She tucks it in. 


The movement, a tiicker of white against the arey of the 
root, catches Leather face's eve. He charges tne chimnev. 
circles to the right. Jenny scoots around the chimnev. 
putting it between herself and Leathertace. Leatner tace 
stops, circles around the otner way. Jenny scoots back 
around to the other side. ` 


Leather face throws back nis nead and nowis in frustration. 
Then he attacks the chimney, haivina it with a sinoie swipe 
of the chainsaw. 


Jenny backs away from the chimney». turns and runs along tne 
peak of the roof to the edae of the farmhouse. An ancient 
television antenna-—a maze ot delicate arms bristling with 
fragile metal branches-——-towers above the rocf-line. 


Jenny jumps up, arabs an arm ot the antenna, pulls herselt 
up into its maze of arms. 


Six feet above the antenna a cable TV line loops over the 
farmhouse. Below the eaves of the house is the abandoned 
hulk of a large greenhouse, most of its glass panes either 
missing or broken. 


Leather face takes a swipe at the antenna. severs an arm. 
Jenny screams, climbs higher into the antenna’s arms. 


Leather face rears up, severs an arm of the antenna a 
fraction of an inch beneath Jenny’s foot. 


Jenny screams, climbs into tne uppermost arm ot tne antenna. 
A branch of the arm breaks beneath her weiaht. Her toot 
Slaps down the antenna pole. 


Leatherface swipes at ner toot. 


Jenny screams, jerks her foot cut of reach. Sne baiances on 
the slender antenna arm. aets to her hands and knees. 


Leatherface swipes at the antenna arm. it's bevond nis 
reach by a fraction of an incn. He howls. swipes at it 
again, then again and again. Each time it eludes him by a 
fraction of an inch. 


cast, 
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lent. 


Jenny pushes up off her knees intc a low crouch. spreacs ner 
arms for balance, then stands erect and reaches up for tne 
cable line. The antenna sways beneath ner weight. Sne 
drops back into a crouch. 


Leather face backs away from the antenna, looks up at Jenny. 
then down at the silencer aluminum pole that supports the 
antenna. 


Then everything happens at once--Leathertace swipes at the 
pole. Jenny screams, leaps inte the air. The chainsaw 
severs the pole. Jennys finaers close around the cabie 
line. The antenna tumbles tnrouch space. crashes through 
the root of the greennouse. 


Jenny pulls herself up, hooks her ankies over the cable 
line. 


Leather face rears up below ner. tlaiis at the air beneath 
her with the chainsaw. 


The Drummer appears in the window. takes in the scene. alves 
it an enthusiastic thumbs up. 


DRUMMER _ = 
Alright! k try © 


al. EXT. UTILITY POLE — SAME 


Two sets of cleats. separated by eighteen inches of siack 
line, secure the cable line to the utility pole. Jenny’s 
weight on the cable line begins to loosen the first set of 
cleats. D 


42. EXT. POWER LINE - SAME 


Jenny shinnies out the Cable line, moving beyond the roof 
and out over the areennouse. 


© 


43, 


Ge. 


EXT. UTILITY POLE - Same 


The first set of cleats tears out of the utility pole. 


@ 


EXT. POWER LINE - SAME 


The line drops. Jenny screams. The iine snaos tauant. neid 


fast by the second set of cleats. 
bg 


cont 


F. cout. 
6 But it loops low ever the roof-—-witnin Leatner faces reach. 
He attacks the line. the teeth of the chainsaw Dite into 


the steel cable. 


Jenny kicks tree of the Labie iine, crashes throuagm the root 
ef the greenhouse. 


uul Tus 2% e] 


45, INT. GREENHOUSE - NIGHT 


Jenny hits the ground hard. A shower of broken glass rains 
down over her. She lies still. 


It’s suddenly quiet and WE REALIZE the ROAR of the chainsaw 

is missing. And the MUSIC has stopped. Two, three seconds 

tick past in silence. Jenny comes to with a start. looks 

around with dull, glazed eves. For a moment she doesn’t 

know where she is. Then there’s a faint clang of symbols’ 

and brief drum roll and it comes back to ner in a rush. sne 
cries out, struagles to her nands and knees. a 


Je. EXT. GREENHOUSE — MOMENTS LATER 


It’s a beautiful niant. clear and dreamy. ithe tuti moon 
soars high above the farmnouse. 


Jenny bursts out of the areenhouse. sprints across the 
charred clearina, enters the woods. 


And then the ROAR of the chainsaw shatters the niant. 
An EXPLOSION of glass--millions of tiny particles alitterina 


in the moonliaght--and Leatherface explodes through the wail 
of the greenhouse. E 


47, EXT. WOODS - MOMENTS LATER 


Jenny runs. The trunks of the trees, white in the 
moonlight, flash past. Faster, faster, faster. 


Leatherface charges atter Jenny, chainsaw ROARING. 


A hard-drivinga, throbbing music comes up. meraes wath the 
ROAR of the chainsaw. (Arg) 
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Z, EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE wuObS - MOMENIS LATER 


The music surges on. Tnere’s a sudden tninning of the 
woods. Jenny's tirina, her leas TYING up. Ine poundina of 
her heart comes up over tne RUAK of the chainsaw. Her lunas 
are on Tire. 


Leather face looms over ner. nuce and nigqntmarisn. Tne 
ghastly, chromed steel teeth of the chainsaw giitter In the 
moonliaht. There’s a PUUNDiNG., a THUNDEK of a thousana 
hooves. The around trempies. Jenny screams. 


24, EXT. REAL ESTATE OFFICE ~ REAR -— MOMENTS LATER 


Jenny bursts out of the thinning woods benind the real 
estate office, races around the side of the building. bowls 
over a trash can. 


@ 


100. EXT. REAL ESIATE OFFICE ~ FRONI — MOMENTS LATER 


Jenny stumbles up the steps to the office. collapses at the 
door. Somehow her corsage with its red mum has survived the 
ordeal. 


It takes a moment and then We KEALIZE it’s quiet—--suddenlv. 
eerily quiet. 


The door opens. Daria stands at tne threshold. 


DARLA 
What in tne worid? 


Jenny points to the darkness beyond the oftice. 


JENNY 
{qasping) 


They're out there. 


jo. INT. REAL ESTATE OFFICE ~ NIGHT 


Darla helps Jenny inside, guides her to a chair. then turns 
and starts for the door. 


DARLA 
We’ll just see what’s what. 
JENNY 
No. Don’t. a” 


6? 


Ii. cont. 
DARLA 
On, don?t worry about it. itm 
Just going to put a littie scare 
in them. 
And, before Jenny can protest., she steps outside. ly 


jo2. EXT. REAL ESTATE OFFICE — NiGHi 


Darla clumps down the steos. From her FUV WE SEE... 


eaethe service station across tne roaa. its interior 1% i1t 
up and there’s an old white pickup Darke uncer the oort-a~ 
cote. 


DARLA 
Okay., Goo damn it. if you've got 
any balis, snow your tace. 


There’s no answer. Sne walks to the tar end of the 


building, peers around the corner into the darkness. E 
6 


103. INT. REAL ESTATE OFFICE ~ NIGHT 


The front door is wide open and Jenny’s alone. She 


shudders, doubles over in the chair. nuas her knees. 


t0. EXT. REAL ESTATE OFFICE ~ REAR ~ NIGHT 


Darla picks her way through tne darkness at the rear of the 
building. 


DARLA 
It’s been a iona niaht. bovs-—I 
could stand a littie action. At 
least make ıt interesting. 


5. INL. REAL ESTATE UrF ite —- NiGHI 


There’s a SOUND outside--footsteps on the ovster snmeli. 
Jenny looks up. From ner POV WE SEE tne open door and the 
empty parking lot. Someone 15 coming up the steps. Jenny 
gets to her feet, backs against the wall. 


Darla appears in the doorway. Jenny clutches her hands to 
her heart, sinks to her knees. 


Darla plops down in her chair. props her feet up on her 


desk. ag 


wrt. 


166. cant 


Jenny pales, 


Darla swinas 


DARLA 
it's nothing... 


shakes her head, no. 


JENNY 
asche had a chainsaw.... se he 
was after me@....- 


DARLA 
it’s local boys--trying to scare 
you is ali. 


JENNY 
No--the wrecker man--he killed 
Sean. 


her leas down, picks up the phone. 


DAKLA 
On, neli‘s belis., it’s party 
time. 
{punching up a number) 
what about your frienas? 


JENNY 
They went to see if somebody 
would qive them a ride--i aon’t 
know what happened to them. 


DARLA 
Canto the phone. > 
W.E., what’s qoing on? You seen 
Vilmer? 
(a pause as she listens. 
then:) 
I don’t want to hear it. You aet 
your butt over here mucho guicka. 


Sne slams the receiver down on the cradle, turns to 


DARLA 
The old tart, his nerves are 
shot. Don’t you worry. if Viimer 
does somethina, believe me it’s 
for a good reason. 


JENNY 
who's Vilmer? 


VARLA 
Good question. 
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Jennv. 


69 


105. tort. 


6 She goes over to Jenny. brushes ner hair back off ner 
forehead. 


DARLA 
tcontinuings 
You're King of cute without vour 
qlasses and.... 


W.E. enters the oftice., carrying a broom and a coll of rope. 
Darla turns to him. 


DARLA 
You should have brought a aunny 
sack or something. 


W.E. pulls a black plastic garbage baa out of the back of 
his belt, throws it down at Daria’s feet. 


W.E. 
What’s that look like to you. 
green eas? 


DARLA 
Well, get on over here ang tie 
her up. 
@ Jenny gets to her teet, packs away. 
JENNY 


NO.wwee On, no. 


WE. bares long yeliow teeth in a snarl. snaps tne broom 
handle in two against his thigh. 


DARLA 
You sit riqht back down there 
where you were at. I aot enough 
trouble without having to mess 
with you, too. 


JENNY 
No.wese l'm going. i’m leaving. 


She edges away from Darla. starts tor the door. 


DARLA 
God damn it, W.E.. see what you 
got started. 


Jenny sSidles past W.E. 


iOS, prt., 


6S DARLA 
tcontinuing.?} 


You just wait ‘tii Vilmer hears 
about this. 


W.E. flinches., then brandisnes the broomstick over Jennv’s 
head. Then, inexplicably. his tace crumpies and he iowers 
the stick and hides it bening his Gack. 


DARLA 
If you don’t do somethina. W-Ese 
you going to make me nave to.... 


{rummaging throuch her 
desk.) 
Where’s my gun? 


Jenny stops. 


JENNY 
Please... I'm scared. 


She bows her head, cries gquietiy. W.E. and Darla exchange 
a glance. 


JENNY 


@ I don't want to die@..o 
WE. cracks her over the nead with tne 


pounces on Jenny, 
broomstick. 


Jennys crumples to the tioor. W.E. flails at ner with the 
broomstick. 


106. EXT. REAL ESTATE OFFICE — SOME MINUTES LATER 


Darla’s Cadillac is parked at the foot of the office steps. 
The trunk is opened. 


W.E. drags Jenny--hands tied behind her back, the black 
plastic bag over her head and shoulders--down the Steps. 
dumps her at the rear of the Cadillac. 


Darla appears in the open doorway, phone to her ear- 


DARLA 
Tell Vilmer i'm aoina to stop off 
at the Pizza Hut and pick us up 
some pizzas tor dinner. 


= cont, 
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at 


Gort, 


WE. ignores her, kneels beside Jenny. qathers ner in his 
arms. 


Darla disappears into the office. 


W.E. strugagles to lift Jenny. dumps her into the open trunk. 
He pulls the lenatn of broken broomstick out of the back ot 
his belt and pokes the piastic bag. Jenny Stirs, Cries out. 
W.E. dias the broomstick into the bag. 


W.E. 
You shut your mouth. 


JENNY 
You’re nurtinag me. 


W.E. works the broomstick geep into the baa. Jenny Sauirms, 
tries to avoid the broomstick. 


W-E. 
What if I was to turn you loose? 
What would you aive, huh? What 
do you think about that? 


JENNY 
1?11 do anything you want. 


W.E. pushes the broomstick deeper into the baq- 


JENNY 
What do you want? Tell me what 
you want. 


Darla appears in the doorway of the otftice. 


DARLA 
W.E., what are you doing back 
there? 


W.E. jumps. Darla turns to switch off the liants and iock 
up. 


DARLA 
God damn it, W.E., Grow up, wiil 
you? 


W.E. bridles, sneaks a quick jab at Jenny. then slams the 
lid of the trunk. 


Darla gets in behind the wheel, starts the Cadillac. calis 
to W.E. 


cork. 


166. cost 


Tell Vilmer i 


DARLA 
phoned in our order 


so it would be ready--then i'li 


come straiaht 


She fioors the accelerator. 


Parking lot and up the graveled road. 


dust to settle over W.E. 


107. EXT. 


home. 


The Cadiiiac boils out of the 
leaving a cloud of 


Darla’s Cadillac idles at tne drive-tnrough window. 


The window slides open and 


slides three pizza boxes out to Darla. 


hovers in the backgrouna. 


One medium deluxe, 
one iaroe vegetarian. 


pepperoni, 
Your drinks wi 


Darla takes the pizza boxes, puts them on the seat beside k 


her. 


the attengant, ABE, a teenager. 


ABE 
one meorum 


ii be rignt out. 


A muftled THUMPING comes from the Cadillac’s trunk. 


Lady, 
trunk. 


Gh, 


ABE 


I think somebody’s in your 


DARLA 
it’s just somebody I’ve aot 


tied up back there. 


Really? 


keallv. 


ABE 
what's in there? 


Darla pulls the trunk release and ciimbs out of tne car. 


DARLA 


You want to come see? 


NO. 
talancing 


Sure. 


Abe 


i better not. 


arouna at tne 


Manager? 
i'll get in troubie. 


Daria circles te the trunk. 


céat . 


An officious MANAGrK 


Ery 
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107. corr, 


Two bored-looking teenage couples sit at an outside tabie. 
All are dressed in Diack and tne giris wear Diack L1DStick. 


Darla lifts the trunk iia. 


VARLA 
You shut up and guit kickina my 
car. 

JENNY 


i can’t breathe. 


DARLA 
If I poke a hole for you, are you 
going te quit? 


JENNY 
ees yesa 


Darla leans into the trunk, punctures the piastic baa with 
her finger. 


A police patrol car pulls up benind the Caciiiac. j E) 
ki 


IOT. INT. PATROL CAR - SAME 


Leaning into the trunk of her Cadiliac. varia presents tne 
driver, a uniformed policeman named CHAVEZ ano nis partner. 
GONZALES, with an alluring view of ner ass. 


Chavez clears his throat in appreciation. glances at 
Gonzales. Gonzales shakes his head, kicks open his door. 


GONZALES 
Somebody's got to do it. A 


4. EXT. DRIVE THROUGH WINDOW — SAME 


WE SEE Gonzales get out of the patrol car behind Darla, run 
his fingers through his hair. Daria stiil hasn’t seen him 
or the patrol car. 


DARLA 
(to Jenny.) 
And if I hear any more kicking or 
screaming, I'’1li tape your moutn 
shut. Okay? 


JENNY 
e> «Okay. ag 
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104. swear. 
S Daria straightens and cioses the trunk. then turns to see 
Gonzales and tne patrol car. 


GUNZALES 
What you Got in there? 


DARLA 
{roiling her eves.) 
believe me. you don’t want to 
KNOW. 


GUNZALES 
Come on--Il’m a nice guy. 


DARLA 
(waqaing a finger at 
GoNZaieSs.?} 
Uh, uh, uh. 


Abel slides a paper baq tull of soft drinks out the drive 
through window, calis to Darla. 


ABEL 
Ma’am, your drinks are readv. 


Darla waves her fingers at Gonzales. walks around to the 
drive-through window, collects the drinks. gets into the 
r Cadiliac and drives off. 
Sh @ 


HO. EXT. PIZZA HUT EXIT DRIVE ~ SAME 


& man, TOBE, and his coq. SHUCKS. a wire-haired terrier, 
cross the drive. Tobe prods Shocks with a lona, anariea 
stick, urging him forward. then jerks on his leash. bringina 
him up short. Shocks twists around, snaps and snaris at the 
stick. Tobe snarls and arinds his teeth in chorus with 
Snocks. 


Darla taps her horn and lobe and Shocks scurry out of the 
WAY. Darla pulls through the exit. Tobe and Shocks look 
atter her. Both emit low, menacing growls. Eg 


ill. EXT. DRIVE THROUGH WINDOW - SAME 


Gonzales and Chavez at the drive-through window. 


ABE 


What did she have in there’ vg 


cont. 
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CHAVEZ 
<brusque?) 
What? Are you Sherlock Holmes? 


ABE 
icowed) 
No. 
CUI Tus 


by 


2, 


EXT. GRAVELED ROAD — NIGHT 


Darla’s Cadillac speeds up the road. churning up a cicud at 
gravel dust in its wake. G 


u3. 


INT. DARLAS CADILLAC — SAME 


Darla tunes the radic, comes upon Linda Ronstadat’s version 
of “Blue Bayou.” She turns up the volume. pushes the 
accelerator to the floor, joins in on the chorus. 


Then, happening to glance into the rearview mirror. she sees 
the reflection of headliqnts far back down the road. she 
backs off the accelerator, reduces the Cadillacs speed to > 
55. “ 


She glances into the rearview mirror again. The headliants 
are closing fast. 


The headlights races up behind the Cadiliac, then swing iett 
and a vehicle--the patrol car from the Pizza Hut-—~pulis up 
alongside the Cadillac, matches its speed to the Cadillacs. 


Darla smiles, twiddies her tingers at the patrol car. 


The patrol car accelerates suddenly, zooms past at a 
terrific speed. 


H4. 


& 


EXT. DIRT ROAD - SOME MINUTES LATER 


The Cadillac bounces up the rutted road at high speed. 
Charlie Rich’s “Behind Closed Doors” blares from its 
speakers. 


Suddenly the headlights pick up a fiqure crawling across the 
road. 
3 
Cort. 
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li. comt. 
= Daria slams on the brakes. jhe Cadiliac siides to a Stoo in 
a spray of dirt. ve 
i3. EXT. DIRT RUAD -— NIGHT 


Darla climbs out of the Cadillac, approaches the fiqure-- 
it’s Heather. 


DARLA 
What are you doing cut here in 
the middie ot the roaa? 


HEATHER 
Help me... Please... 


Darla thinks a minute. then... 


DRKLA 
Okay. but l'm aoina to have to 
run ao get a blanket or something 
first. You stay right there. 
okav? 
HEATHER 
Yes. 


Darla starts back to the Cadillac, then thinks better of it. 
picks up a stout limb from the roadside, approaches Heatner. 


Heather raises her arms protectively. 


HEATHER 
Noeese Please... 


Darla hits nher-—-a halt-hearted blow. Heather cries out. 
Daria hits her agqain-—-an equaily haif—-hearted blow. Heather 


‘curls into a ball, wraps her arms around her head. Darla 


raises the limb to strike again, then shrugs her shoulders, 
tosses the limp aside, brushes off her hanas. 


DARLA 
Promise you won't go crawling 
off. 

HEATHER 
Yes. 


J 


He. 
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EXT. FARMHOUSE — NIGHT 


The farmhouse 15 iit up, downstairs ano uD. ine wrecker. 
the Volvo station wagon. and the white pickup are Parkea Gut 
front. 


Darla's Cadillac ratties across the charred ciearing. 5411085 
to a stop in front of the nouse. G 


tr. 


uz. 


INT. CADILLAC — SAME 


Darla taps the horn a couple of times. pulls the trunk 
release, gathers pizzas and the baa of soft drinks and steps 
out of the car, leaving the keys in the ignition. 


EXT. FARMHOUSE ~ NItiHT 


Darla, juggling pizzas and soft drinks, mounts the steps ana 
crosses the porch to the front door. 


Leather face--in gingham apron and the coitted biue Mair ot 
an elderly woman-—-backs out tne door. arms raised 
protectively. 


W.E. follows him out, branagisning tne broomstick im mis 
face. 


Wete 
GO on, get. aet out there. 


Darla steps between them. 


DARLA 
Leave him alone, W.E. 


W.E. bridles, raises his hana to her. Darla ianores him, 
turns to Leather face. 


DARLA 
You run alona and do what he 
Says. it he tries to hit vou, 
you tell me... 


{turning to W.E.3) 
«sand 1’i:i tell Viimer. 


W.E. brandishes the broomstick unger ner nose. sputters 
angrily. 


aw. 
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HY. cent. 


DARLA 
You might can scare him. but you 
lay a hand on me and you’ii wisn 
you hadn’ t. 


W.E. crumples, stands aside. Daria enters tne nouse. 


Leather face backs down tne steps. JOOS out to varia’s 
Cadiliac. W.E. follows to the nead ol tne steps. wags mis 
broomstick after him. 


Darla appears at the door, calis to W.E. 


DARLA 
i almost torgot. One ot them aot 
away-~she’s off crawling down the 
yoad. You better go get her too. 


She disappears into the house. 
Leatherface scoops Jenny out of the trunk. 


JENNY 
Who’s there?’ What are you doina? 


Leather face whinnies nervousiv. wraps his arms around ner. 
trots back toward the nouse. 


JENNY 
Stop. Piease.... fut me down. 


W.E. stands aside, waves Leatherface up the steps. 
Leather face sidles past W.t. WE. turns on nim, gooses nim 
with the broomstick. Leatherface velps, scutties across tne 


porch and disappears into tne tarmnouse. be 


INT. FARMHOUSE ~ KITCHEN ~ NIGHT 


A Single bulb in a greasy, flyblown fixture does Little to 
dispel the gloom of the kitchen. 


Â double-barreled shotaqun leans against the butcher block 
table. 


Vilmer stands at the counter. fits AA batteries inte the 
battery compartment of a remote control device. 


It's the first time we've seen him--as aloomy as the kitecnen 
is--in the light. 
Srg 
cot. 
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4. gort. 


& birthmark runs down his right cheek and his hair 16 unkept 
and greasy; nevertheless there is something compelling about 
his presence. He radiates a powerful sexuality, srutal ana 
terrifying, but undeniabie. He wears a green Jump sult and 
taped to his right leq is a strange mechanical apparatus~~ 
it’s made of parts of children’s erector sets, smali 
electrical motors, wheels. gears, etc. Ana strapped to his 
waist are Danks of battery packs with wires running down to 
the mechanical apparatus. Ihe kitcnen as irttered with 
spare battery packs. remote control devices ana thousand of 
AR, YG-volt and Ù batteries. They spiii out of BOXES. 
Clutter the counter tops. roil around tne fioor, etc. 


Vilmer presses a button on the remote controi devicer~ 
there’s a strange ELECTRICAL WHINE and the apparatus 117tS 
his leg. He presses another button and tne Lea moves down. 


Darla enters the kitchen. 


DARLA 
Oh--hi, sweetie--now was your 
day? 
Vilmer doesn't look up. 
VILMER ~ 


Shut up. 


Darla frowns, dumps the boxes of pizza and the bag of sott 
drinks on the butcher block table. 


DARLA 
What are you ail pissed ortt 
about? 


(then removing ner neeis) 

Oh, my feet are kiiiing me. 
(then on another tack? 

What did W.E. teil you? 4 toid 
him to tell you i was aoina tor 
pizza. Shat. He didn’t teil 
you, did he? hat son of a 
batch..e. i’m sorry, sweetie...- 


Leather face wrestles Jenny through the kitchen door. slams 
her down into one of the ladderback chairs. W.k. pushes 
past Leathertace into the kitcnen. 


W.E. 
(to Vilmer?) 
Did you see what vour brother did 
to the stairs? 
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DARLA 

l?ve fiat out had it with you, 
W.E. Ever since 1 set foot in 
this house you’ve been trying to 
stir up trouble between me and 
Vilmer. To heil with the stairs- 
-nobody gives a damn about the 
stairs. 


VILMER 
Shut up. 


W.E. and Darla treeze... 


es-Vilmer hits the remote control and motors WHikkK-~tne 
apparatus lifts his lea, brinas it down. 


W.E. nudges Leather face with tne broomstick and thev back 
out of the room. 


Vilmer hobbles past senny to a broom cioset. opens the acor 
and rummages around inside. after a moment. comes upon 
something and gives it a yank. it's stuck. ne vanks again 
and still is doesn’t come cut. He yanks again--this time 
with a cold, savage tury. Then again, again, again-—eacn 
time more savaaely. 


There’s something about the repetition of the movement. the 
savagery of it that’s riveting. And at the same time 
horrifying. 


Vilmer yanks again, again, again, again. Then, suddenliv he 
flies out of the closet, clutching an ancient acoustical 
guitar. He kicks a chair over in front of Jenny, sits down, 
brings his knees into contact with hers. 


Jenny recoils from his touch. 


Vilmer strums the quitar--it’s iona out of tune-~hums a 
couple of bars of a sona. it's a tune that’s very tamiilar~ 
~even if at first WE can’t quite place it. and then ne 
sings a broken phrase or two, humming the missing words. 


VILMER 
Happy trails to you....- Til we 
meet agains» 


Jenny bows her head and sobs. vilmer sets the guitar aside. 
gets to his feet, and then--in a sudden race--rios the 
garbage bag off over ner head. Jenny screams. 
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C- In a flash Vilmers fingers close arouno ner throat...ne 
forces her head against tne back of the chair. 


Vilviern 
You don’t fucking beiieve this. 
do you? 


JENNY 
Please...-. Gh, God.... What's 
going to happen to me? 


VILMER : 
I asked you a God damn question. 


JENNY 
Y@Seec5e i do--1 believe it. 


VILMER 
You think the FHI doesn’t nave 
this house under 24 hour 
Surveillance? You think tnese 
walis aren’t fuli of 
transmitters. 


JENNY 
The FBI knows I’m nere...? 


& VILMEK 


You think aii i want to ao is 
kili you? 


JENNY 
I don’t know.... 


VILMER 
You’re God damn right. you don’t. 


His fingers tighten around her throat. Jenny aaas- Vilmer 
lifts her bodily out of the chair and slams her against the 
wall. 


DARLA 
Sweetie--why con’t you just try 
and relax a bit. it know it's 
hard, Dute..eos 


Vilmer whips around. Darla stops in mic-sentence. Viimer 
Grabs the guitar, smashes it over the butcher biock tabie 
and storms out of the room. 


Daria crosses to Jenny. helps ner to the chair. 
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DARLA 
it’s not nis tauit. it it was up 
to him. ne’a gust a soon nave a 
desk job in some ofice. but 
they won’t give Mim a transter. 


JENNY 
Whey FKiease. what's this ali 
about? 

DARLA 


it’s compiicateo—-you'd have to 
ask Viimer. Hsssst. it you ask 
me, the son of a bitch is from 
outer space. 


Then trom the vestibule there comes the SOUND of sometnina 
heavy being dragged across the floor. Vuiimer dracs Heather 
into the kitchen, dumps her on the tloor at Jenny's feet. 
Leatherface and W.E. troop in behind him. 


JENNY 
Oh, mo..e. Uh, God--what are vou 
going to do? 


VILMER 
What are you going to ac? 


Jenny works her wrists. but tne ropes pite ceep into her 
flesh. She bows her heao in deteat. 


JENNY 
Nothing. 


Vilmer grabs Heather by the hair. jerks her to her TEET. 
Heather moans. paws at him feebiy. 


JENNY 
Please, don’t hurt her. whatever 
you want me to do, I’li Go it. 


Vilmer ignores her, tastens his teeth on Heather’s nose. 
shakes his head like a terrier. 


Heather cries out in horror, paws at Vilmer. 


Jenny comes up out of her chair. 


JENNY 
Gh, no.... Please. stop.... 


She lunges at Vilmer. Leathertace wraps his arms aroung 
her, lifts her off her feet. 
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120. INT. THE BATHROOM ~ SUME MINUTES LATER 


Darla runs a damp washcloth over Jenny’s face. 


DARLA 

There now...how's that? reei 
better? 

{tilting Jenny's chin to 

the mirror) t 

Look at you.... you realiv are 
cute. Oh., i know. i have this 
dress...i'’ve never even worn it. 
it would be perfect. 


Jenny tucks her chin to ner cnest. sobs. But it'is true-- 
with the thick lensed glasses no longer distorting ner Tace, 
the tight curls replaced by wild mane. and tne dress minus 
the awtul bow and tafteta no longer concealing her tiqure. 
it’s apparent that she is a beauty. 


DARLA 
Oh, you’re scared. 


e@ JENNY 
I don’t want to die. 


Darla dabs at Jenny’s corsage with the damp washcloth. 


DARLA 
Of course, you aon't. 


JENNY 
Please, you nave to neip me. 


Then BLAM, BLAM, BLAM on the door. fhe doorknob ratties. 
Jenny flinches. 


VILMER ¢U0.S.>) 

Shut up in there. 
DARLA 
<calling through the door) 

It’s just girl talk. 

(then to Jenny? 
He really is a nice guy, once you 
get to know him. it’s this 
Job...the stress. 


& sh 


Ws 


126. Cant. 


JENNY 
His job? It’s his job to kill 
people? 


DARLA 
I shouldn’t be telling you 
this..., Okay, you’ve heard 
about these people that are 
really the ones that are in 
control of everything, but nobody 
knows who they are, right? 


Jenny plays along. 


JENNY 
Right. 


DARLA 
They really are. It’s all true. 
I wouldn’t have believed it ‘til 
I met Vilmer, but it’s really 
true. Who do you think really 
killed Kennedy? 


JENNY 
I don’t know? The government? 


DARLA 
No, no, no. Of course, not. The 
government’s bullcrap. It’s 
these people. They’ve been doing 
it for a thousand or two thousand 
years--I forget which--and nobody 
knows their names. 


JENNY 
Really? That’s interesting. 
What did you say your name was? 
I’m sorry—-I’m terrible about 
names. 


DARLA 
Oh, me too. It’s okay. Darla. 
God, I’ve always hated that name. 


JENNY 
I’m Jenny. 


DARLA 
Pleased to meet you Jenny. 


JENNY 
What can I do? What should I do? 


cont. 
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126. Core, 


Darla shrugs. 


DARLA 
Keep your mouth shut and do what 
ne telis you. ana don't ask 
questions. 


Then there’s a SPLINIEKING of wood and the door bursts open. 
Vilmer grabs Darla by tne hair and nustles her out of the 
bathroom, then slams the door at her back. He turns on 
Jenny, flattens her against the wall. whips out a straiant 
razor and puts it to ner throat... 


VILMER 
Why don’t 1 cut your throat? 
You’ ve got ten seconds-—nine. 


JENNY 
Why shouldn’t you kill me...7 


Darla pounds on he door. 


DARLA 10.5.) 
Vilmer? Viimer, God damn it it’s 
not tair. 1 was Just gettine 
started. a 


VILMER 


JENNY 
Uh, uh, because...because.... 


VILMER 
Seven. You better get it riaht. 
Six. 


DARLA (0.5.3) 
Vilmer, God damn it, you better 
not be messing with her. 


VILMER 
Five. Four. 


<then in a rush) 
Thr ee-two-one. 


JENNY 
Wait, wait. i know..e« 


DARLA 
Vailmer...-. Piease, Ron.... 
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JENNY 
tcont inuina? 
Because you want me alive tor 
some reason. 


Vilmer tightens his arip on Jennys throat. She gaas. 


ViLMER 
On. Un, On. Oh...-a Smart Giri. 


Abruptiy he releases ner. 


VILMER 
Think about it. smart qari. Kind 
of makes you think, doesn’t it? 


Then, turning his back on Jenny, he jerks the door open. 


Darla swarms over him. claws at his face. Vilmer arabs ner 
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by the hair and drags her kicking and screaming out of tne 


bathroom. 


Leatherface fills the door. Jenny backs against the wall. 


then dives under the sink. arabs onto the pipes. 


Leather face grabs her leas, jerks her free of the pipes. 
drags her to the door. Jennv grabs.onto the door frame. 


Leather face throws back his head and howls. then rios her 


loose and heaves her out of the bathroom. 


INT. KITCHEN ~ SAME 


aB 


Vilmer drags Darla into the kitchen, backhands her. KNOCKING 


her back against the kitchen counter. 
Daria slides to tne ticor, bursts into tears. 


DARLA 
God damn it. Vilmer, you're 
embarrassing me in front of 
company. 


Leather face lugs Jenny into the kitchen, slams her down 
the ladder-back chair. 


Vilmer ignores Darla, turns to Jenny. 


Darla stifles her tears, picks up one of her heels and 
pounces on Vilmer. Vilmer screams, drops to his knees. 


Leather face panics. runs in frantic circles. 


coat. 
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cort. 


W-E. appears in the doorway, sputters in mute outrage. 
shakes his finger at Vilmer and Darla., then draws himselt up 
in indignation. 


W.E. 
“@ Little more grape, Captain 
Braga.” Generali zacharia 5. 


Taylor. 


For a time--it seems lıke an eternitv--venny watcnes in 
open-mouthed, stunned silence. and then the snoraun-— 
leaning unattended against the butcher plock tanie--comes 
into focus. She get siowiy to her feet. takes a tentative 
step forward. 


Darla straddles Vilmer, mounts a savage attack witn tne 
shoe. 


in a daze Jenny picks up the shotgun, turns it on Viimer and 
Darla. 


JENNY 
Stop it. 


Everything stops. A moment of stunned silence tollows. 


Leather face looks from Vilmer to Jenny to Vilmer. W.E. 
fidgets, starts one way and then the next. Jenny swinas the 
muzzle from Vilmer to W.E. W.E. treezes. 


JENNY 
Nobody move or Ll'ii shoot. 


VILMER 
(faisettod 
Nobody more or I’11 shoot. 


WE. sputters. Jenny swings the muzzie back to cover 
Vilmer. Leather face peains to whimper. Jenny turns tne 
shotgun on him and he faiis silent. 


The Drummer appears in the coorway. Jenny turns the snotaun 
on him. 


JENNY 
Hands up. 


DRUMMER 
it’s cool. I'm with the band. 


He ducks out of sight. 


28 
cent. 


W.E. 
If you want my advice. gut shoot 
Rim-~poison nis insides. 
Otherwise it ain’t going to do no 
good. He’s been shot betore lors 
of times and run over and it 
don't mean spit. 


DARLA 
Shut up, W.E. Nobody asked you. 


JENNY 3 
Shut up. shut up. All of you. 


Silence. Jenny doesn’t seem to know wnat to doe.-etwo. then 
three seconds tick past...thens 


JENNY 
Okay--lie down on the fioor. 
Everybody. Ana keep your hanas 
out in front of you. 


Almost in unison Daria, WE. and Leathertace prostrate 
themselves. Vilmer gets to nis feet. 


JENNY 
You too. Lie down. 


VILMER 
Gr what? Are you going shoot me? 


JENNY 
Yes. If you try anything.... 


She thumbs back the hammer. 


VILMER 
What if I do this....? 


Vilmer unzips his jump suit. shrugs off the shirt down to 
his waist. Viimer’s chest and abdomen are covered in a 
startling mosaic of scar tissue--elaborate qeometric 
patterns and complex swiris ot raised Scar tissue interwoven 
with natural scaring. 


DARLA 
God damn it. Vilmer, that asn’t 
one bit funny. 


Vilmer stiffens, then pulls on his shirt and turns to Daria 
without a word, pulls two shotgun sheiis out of Nis pocket. 
plunks them down on the counter. Jenny wilts. 


coat. 
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Wete 
ito senny? 
it’s a gamn trick. 


BARLA 
Shut up, W.E. 
itnen to Jenny) 
Forget it. mnonm--if that shotgun 
was Sitting where you could aet 
at it. it’s because that’s what 
he wanted. 


W.E. and Leatherface start to their feet. Jenny turns tne 
shotgun on them. 


JENNY 
Stop. Lie back GOWN. 


Both of them iqnore her. Darla aqets to her hands and knees. 


JENNY 
You too. Lie back down or L'a: 
shoot. 


Darla pays her no heed, setties into a chair. aves Viimer..a 
pat on the hand. 


VARLA 
i'm sorrv. sweetie. What can 1 
Say-~li’ve aot a big mouth. 


JENNY 
Okay-~maybe it isn’t loaged, but 
maybe it iS.. and, if anybody 
comes near me or tries to stop 
me, 1°11 shoot. 


She nudges Heather with her foot. Leatherface edges toward 
the door. Jenny turns the shotgun on him. 


Leatherface stops. looks to Vilmer. 


JENNY 
Heather...? Heather. get up-—-vou 
have to get up...we have to aet 
out of here. 


Heathers lips move wordlessiy. then: 


HEATHER 
Five more Minutes... 


cont. 


12). Gant. 
Æ% Darla pulls her handbaq into her lap. turns to Vimer. 


DAKLA 
Let's not make this an aii 
nmighter. okay? 


JENNY 
(frantic. proadina 
Heather) 
Heather. Heather... 


DARLA 
tto Jenny?) 

I hate to be a party pooper. but 
it’s been a long day and il’m 
tired. 

{tishing cigarettes and 

lighter out of her bag) 
If we don’t eat. the pizza’s 
going to get cold. 


VILMER 
Shut up. 


DARLA 
{to Jenny. liahtina a 
@ claarette) 
He thinks I talik to much. 


Vilmer kicks her chair out trom under her. Darla mits the 
floor hard. Vilmer drives the point of nis boot into ner 
ribs and she rolls onto her back against tne baseboard. 


JENNY 
Stop. stop it--1i’il SNOOT. 


Vilmer ignores her, nits the remote...nis toot comes up. 
then down on Darla’s throat, pinning her against the 
baseboard. 


DARLA 
(trying to wriaqagle out 
from under Vilmer'’s foot) 
Vilmer, God damn it... 


The Drummer enters the kitchen, a cigarette danaqiina from 
his lips, slides past Vilmer to the refrigerator. 


Vilmer braces himself against the table, increases the 
pressure on Darla’s throat. 


Tat 
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JENNY 
tpokina Vilmer with the 
shotgun? 
Stop it. That’s enough. 


DARLA 
ees you’ re hurtina me. 


The Drummer gets a sıx pack Gt beer out ot tne retriaerator 
and sidles out of the room. 


Vilmer nits the remote... -electric motors WHIKK. gears 
turn...driving his toot into DVDaria’s tnroat. Daria aaas. 


JENNY 
Sne can’t breathe. 


Vilmer ignores Jenny, increases the pressure. bDaria’s tace 
turns blue and her eves start out of tneir sockets...sne 
claws at Vilmer leq. 


JENNY 
You’re killing her. 


And then behind her, Heather moans piteousiv. 


HEATHER 
Unnnhhnhhnh.... 


Jenny cries out, turns to her. Heather’s up on her hands 
and knees...wobbly. but up. arms and legs trembling with tne 
effort. 


HEATHER 
I can’t find my snoes.... 


She saqs... 


JENNY 
Heather, it’S Gkaye... bet 
UPecs! 


Heather slumps to the floor. 


Jenny turns to Vilmer, jams the muzzle of tne shotaun 
against his ribs, pulls the trieqer..-CLICkK. Jenny screams. 


Vilmer turns on her, rips the shotgun out of her hands. 
thumbs back the secona hammer... 


VILMER 
Pop goes the weasel... 
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12). cont 
@ eeswhips around, turns the gun on W.E....-Bduils tne triaqaer=— 
BLAM! The blast rips a gapina nole in the wali above Wb.’ S 
head. 


in the moment of silence that follows Jenny takes in the 
room--Leather face shaking his hands in a triahtened 
dither...Vilmer standina over W.E....Darla gasping for 
a@ir...Heather slumped face down on the flcor---backs a steno. 


then turns and runs.... 
+ 


122, INT. HALLWAY ~ A SPLI1 SECOND LATER 


Jenny tears through the vestibule. races up the haiiwav. G 


123. EXT. FARMHOUSE — NIGHT 


Jenny bursts through the door., tumbles down the steps and 
runs around to Daria’s Cadiiiac ang jgumos in benind the 


wheel. @ 


The keys are in the ianition! 


© JENNY 


Yes...! 


She starts the car, pops into reverse, floors it and whips 
it around i80 degrees. The rear bumper slams into the tne 
house. 


12:5. EXT. FARMHOUSE- A SECOND STORY DORMER WINDOW ~ SAME 


Vilmer in the open window, poised jump. He sprinas into the 
air high above the car. © 


i26., INIERCUT_INT. AND EXT. DARLA S CADILLAC — SAME 


Jenny rams the car into drive, floors the accelerator. ihe 
car’s tires spin. 


Vilmer lands on the cab of the car. ine root puckies. 
Jenny screams. 


The tires gain traction. ine Cadillac spurts ahead. My 
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Vilmer roils off the cab anc cown the windshield onto tne 
hood of the car. He arabs a WineSnhieia wiper ano Oreaks mis 
fail. 


Jenny wrenches the wneel. the car tisntaiis. flinaina 
Vilmer off to one sige. 


Vilmer flaps arounc, arabs the other wiper and pullis nimseir 
up to his knees, punches the windshield. His fist punctures 
the glass. He gropes inside the car tor Jenny’s throat. 


Jenny screams, slams on the brakes. 
Vilmer tumbles backward oft the hood of the car. 


Jenny closes her eyes and tloors the accelerator. The 
expected THUMP as the car passes over Vilmer’s body doesn’t 
come. Jenny opens her eyes--just in time to see tne hood 
fly open in her face. 


It slams into the windshieid. blindina Jenny. ihe next 
instant the Cadiliac slams into a tree. 


Jenny cracks her head against the steering wheel. ioses 
consciousness for an instant. then comes to with a start. 
Steam from the ruptured radiator billows over the car. 


Jenny looks around. There’s no sian ot Viimer. she 
cautiously eases open the door, again iooks around. Stiili 
no sign of Vilmer. 


CUT TO: 


ANGLE ON THE UNDERSIDE OF THE CAR. Jenny’s teet hit the 
ground. 


cul TO: 


ANGLE ON JENNY. Jenny peers over the cab. around the hoca-- 
no Vilmer. She starts to move away. Vilmer'’s hands snake 
out from beneath the car, grab Jenny's ankles. She screams. 
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127. INT. FARMHOUSE — KITCHEN - MOMENfS LATEK 


Vilmer carries Jenny. kicking and clawina, into tne kitcnen. 
puts her down, pushes ner away from nim. 


Jenny stumbles into W.E.. cries out and backs away. Viimer 
picks up the shotoun, buttstrokes Jenny. Jenny Gitmos to 
the tloor unconscious. 
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2%, INT. FARMHOUSE - DRESSING KOUM - SOME TIME LATEK INAI Niuni 


EXTREME CLOSE UP of a woman appiying iipstick to a Tuli. 
sensual lower iif. 


A sensuous saxophone solo PLAYS SoTtiv im tne backaoround.e 


ANUTHER EXTREME CLOSE ur of the Deautitul woman's breasts 
sheathed in black Siik. She apoiies perfume, tracina the 
curve ot her breasts with the tip of a pertume stopper. 


Then WE PULL SACK TO REVEAL a small, narrow room with a bia 
bay window at one end. The room is cluttered with odds and 
ends of furniture, smail appiiances, knickknacks-“Sstacks ot 
newspapers and magazines tower to the ceilina. Ine oniy 
clear area is a path leading to a small dressing tabie 

WheY Geo 


ə». Leather face in a black silk dress over baaay trousers. 

his upper body--face, throat, shoulders, breasts--overiaid 
by the skin of a beautiful dark-haired woman. agmires his 

reflection in the mirror. 


cut tus 2 


124, INT. KITCHEN ~ NIGHT 


Vilmer cuts the tape that binds a battery pack to NIS waist. 
tosses it aside, picks up a new battery pack--from a counter 
cluttered with spare batteries. motors, motor darts~-~taces 
it in place. 


DING--a counter top microwave oven chimes. 


Vilmer ignores the chime, impatientiy sorts through the 
clutter on the counter. 


Darla enters, crosses to the microwave and in passing runs 
her fingers up Vilmer’s back. Vilmer shrugs her off. 


DARLA 
You better start being nice to 
me--i can always Qo back to my 
husband. 


Vilmer ignores her. Darla removes a pizza trom the 
microwave, then picks up two remotes sitting apart from the 
Clutter, presses a button on one of them. 
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124. Cont. 


Motors HUM. Vilmers leq litts. He turns to Daria. Darla 
holds out the remotes, then--when Vilmer reaches for them-- 
tucks them behind her pack. grabs his iapel. puils him close 
and kisses him--a deep. bruising kiss. 


Vilmer reaches behind her back. plucks the remotes trom her 
hand, clicks one of the remotes. Motors WHikkK. 


Daria rakes his chest with ner nails. then turns and DICKS 
up the pizza. 


DARLA 
texitıng? 
Lome on anag eat betore it gets 
cold. 


Vilmer ianores her. tests his lea-—-up. down. etc... Tirst 
with one remote, then with the otner. then, satistied. he 


pockets the remotes...one in either pocket. - Bw 


130, INT. DINING ROOM — MINUIES LATER 


Jenny slumps over unconscious in an armchair at the head of 
a long dining table. Sne is now dressed in an elegant black 
evening dress. Darla has applied makeup and even managed to 
do a little something with ner hair. Jenny 1s stunnina. 


The arms of Jennys cnair--all of the chairs around the 
table--~are human arms and their feet, human feet. tne 
finials are capped with human skulls and tne wooden Trames 
are inlaid with the skuils of smaili animais--rogents. Trons. 
birds, etc. 


The walls of the dining room seems to be alive with tne 
tangled roots of a massive tree and then WE REALIZE that the 
roots are desiccated viscera~-mummitied organs, intestines, 
hearts, kidneys, iivers of hundreds oft victims. 


Two elaborate, multi-tiered changeiiers tinkling with 
thousands of delicate pone fragments nana over the ainina 
table. 


A floor lamp-~-it's shace of human skin. fringed with tineer 
bones--looms over Jenny’s shoulder. 


Heavy, mouldering brocade curtains cover the windows. 
blocking out all Light. 


On a side board is a human bust of a man who bears a 
startling resemblance to Walter Cronkite. Sa 


wrt. 
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136. cont. 


Seated in the chairs on either side of the lona dining 
table--stiff, but very iifeliike except for the arev tone oT 
their flesh--are the dinner quests. 


At the foot of the table is an ancient aentieman in a plack 
Suit, a dinner napkin tucked neatly into his shirt coliar-- 
GRANDPA. Grandpa appears to be napping. 


On the right side of the tabie--toe Grandpa's riagnt~-~1is an 
elderly woman or rather the mummified remains of an elderiv 
woman, GRANDMA. 


W.E. sits next to Grandma. and Heather is seated next to 
him, slumped over face down in a generous siice of deen drsn 
pizza. 


Darla sits in the chair next to Heather., eating a slice ot 
pizza. Leather face, grotesaue in the bulging Diack Silk 
dress, sits opposite her. A huge chainsaw ana a .cna 
handled sledae hammer rest on the table to nis rignt. 1G 
his left is a hand mirror, a variety of Linstacks, taciar 
powders, vials. of perfume. 


To Grandpa’s right 25 an All American tamiiv. MOTHER. FAIRER 
and teen-age DAUGHTER. fi 


The handsome young DPS Gfticer in mirrored sunalasses 
occupies the corner behind Grandpa. 


The table is littered with batteries, remote control 
devices, tools-~a claw hammer, an assortment of screw 
drivers—-rolils of tape, bits of wire, a tire extinauisher. 
etc. 


Vilmer enters from the kitchen, crosses behind Darla, moves 
swiftly to the foot of the table. 


DARLA 
Vilmer, sweetie.... Please, 
could we just for once have a 
nice, quiet cinner. 


Vilmer lifts Jenny’s nead. siaps her hard across tne Tace. 


DARLA 
continuing? 
The pizza acing to get coid. 
(then to herselt?) 
Jesus, i’m beginning to souna 
like my mother. 
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Jenny begins to regain consciousness and Vilmer siaos her 
again...hard. 


Jenny recoils from the Blow and Then., Ttuliv conscious. Looks 
around at the assembiy. She cries cut. boits up out of ner 
chair. Vilmer grabs ner by the Nair. 


Jenny screams, turns on fim. kicks him, claws at mis tace. 


Leather face throws back his head. howls in chorus with 
Jenny. 


Vilmer wrestles Jenny back into the armchair, joins 
Leather face, screaming in chorus with Jennv. 


Darla clamps her hands over her ears. 


DARLA 
Vilmer, please. sweetie, the 
screaming gets on my nerves. 


But Leather face hasn’t heard ner and Vilmer ianores her. 
She reaches across the tapie ang slaps Leathertace’s nand. 
Leather face immediately ceases howling. appears--as much as 
is possible behind the mask of the beautitul woman’s tace-— 
chastened. : 


But Vilmer howls on in cetiance of Darla. 
Jenny begins to hyper-ventilate. 


Darla empties a paper baq of soft drinks, blows into the 
bag, then places the mouth of the bag over Jennys mouth. 


DARLA 
Here, hon, breathe into this. 


Jenny clasps the baq to her face, breathes deeply. 


DARLA 
It kind of gives you a scare ‘tal 
you qet used to it. Used to be 
he just dried them out in the 
sun. but i sent off for a 
taxidermy kit for nim ana he’s 
got where he’s pretty aqood at it. 


And then a chilling sound...Heather...she’'s moaning, a iow 
Pleading sound. 


cont. 


Bö. cent. 


HEALHER 
Unihhnnnnnhnnn. unnnhhhn. 
unnbhoanannnnhnannnn. 


Jenny discards the paper bag. turns to varia. 


Jenny 
Are you going to heip me or nory? 
Yes or noy 


Vilmer drops to his knees besige Jenny. ciasos mis Nanos 
together in a mockery of Supoliacation. 


JENNY 
{continuing 
And don’t aive me any of that 
crap about there being some weird 
secret reasonS.ces 


DARLA 
Hon, you just don’t know.cce 


JENNY 
«cutting her oft? 
e»-and he doesn’t work for 


anybody. 
DARLA 
(putting her finaer to her 
lips?) 


Shhhbh. ě Shnnhh. 


JENNY 
(continuing over Varia) 
There’s no reason for this-— 
except that he nets cit on it. 
He's a low 11f@...2. 


W.E. 
(shaking his head 
woetuliy3) 
if 1 told. him once, 1 told hima 
thousand times--it’s aoina to end 
in tears. 


DARLA 
I’m sorry. hon. i can’t. 


W.E. 
e-«-get to running with the wong 
crowd and before you know it you 
wind up in the Keformatory..- 


coat, 
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DARLA 
tcontinuinas 
Vilmer’s aot this thina they put 
in my head. if I was to ao 
something, all ne’'d nave to do is 
push a button and it would siocw 
my head clean off. 


Wee. 
ito himseif.) 
e2eMG respect.ac 


JENNY 
There’s nothing in your Nead. 


Vilmer grabs her by the hair. slams her neaco against tne 
back of the armchair. 


VILMER 
Leathertace’s tired of what’s- 
nher-name’s tace... 


DARLA 
Amanda..a.. NO, Adrian... ? 


(knitting her brow in 
thought) 
Adrian.e..7 


VILMER 
(continuing?) 
».-he wants a new one. 


{taking Jenny's faces in 
his hands) 
And he wants it to be this face. 


Jenny tries to tend nim oft. Vilmer persists, runs his 
hands over Jenny's throat, shoulders. breasts. 


But Jennmy’s had enough. more than enough. bhe anans. 
JENNY 


Get your hands off of me. you 
creep. 


She slaps Vilmers face, then slaps him acnain...hard. 


Vilmer freezes, turns white. And suddenly it's dead quiet. 
Except for W.E... 


W.E. 
«2..-t@ach them some discipline.... 


wear. 


foo 
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eS And then Jenny..-.- 
JENNY 


And don’t you ever put your nanas 
on me ever again. 


Vilmer straightens, backs a step. 


W.E. 
sesang then they want to come 
crying home...-. 

JENNY 
Kiil me--I don’t care. Do 
whatever you’re going to do. but 
l?m not taking any more of your 
crap. i’ve haa it. Look at 
you..-you'’re a piece of snit. 
This is all bullshit and no one 
believes a wora of it--except 
your idiot girifriencdc. it’s 
fucking pathetic. 


Vilmer whips around. kicks over Daria’s chair. varia 
tumbles out onto the floor. 


& W.E. leaps to his feet, thrusts out his belly in detiance ot 
Vilmer. 
W.E. 
"The only thing we have to tear 
is fear itself." F. D. 


Roosevelt. 


Vilmer scoops the claw hammer off the tabie. hits W.E. 
between the eyes, then storms out of the room. W.E. siides 
‘to the floor. 


DARLA 
Criqghtino her chairs 
i told you not to make him mad. 


Jenny gets to her teet. 


JENNY 
Go to nell. I’m gettina out of 
here and nobody better try to 
stop me. 


Leather face howls, lurches to mis teet, contronts Jenny- 


3U2 


JENNY 
Sit the fuck down. 


ee.and AMAZINGLY Leathertace SiiS! His Rowling trasis OTT 


to a whimper. 


JENNY 


And shut up. 


Leather face falls silent. 


Vilmer bursts into the room, 


carrying a five qailon can oF 


Gasoline. He heaves it up onto the table beside Heatner. 


JENNY 


On, shit. 


Then Grandpa SCRAPES back his chair--in spite of 
appearances, he’s alive...if only barely. He gets Siowiy. 


and painfully to his feet. 


A silence falls over the room. 


Grandpa shuffles off throuagn the kitchen door. 


Then Vilmer upends the aas can. siosSning gasoline over 


Heather. 


JENNY 
NOs»seo Please.ces I’m sorry. i 


didn’t mean it. 


She starts around the table. 
her arms to her sides. 


Leather tace arabs ner. pins 


DARLA 
You should have listened to me 
when you had the chance. 


Vilmer dias into a pocket, comes out with a big kitchen 
match, pops the head with his thumbnail. The match 


crackles, bursts into flame. 


JENNY 
Please...- It's not her 


fault...- 


Vilmer tosses the match on Heather. Smali blue ftfiames 
spring to life, dance over Heather. Heather moans. tries to 


brush off the flames. 


cont, 
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= Then WHOOOSH--the blue flames explode inte a ball of orange 
fire. Heather screams, leaps to her feet, reels across the 


room, slams into the wall. 


Jenny breaks down, sinks to her knees, sobbing 
uncontrollably. 


Darla picks up a fire extinguisher, douses Heather. The 
flames flicker, die. 


DARLA 
I hate it when you de that. I 
can’t ever get the smell cut of Erh) 
my clothes. ae 


i3(, INT. DINING ROOM -— NIGHT 
A car horn sounds outside the house. A hush falls over the 
room. Vilmer clamps his hand over Jenny’s mouth. 


Darla goes to a window and peers out. From her POV WE SEE a 
big, grey Mercedes limousine pull up before the farmhouse. 

A huge, uniformed CHAUFFEUR climbs out from behind the 
wheel, looks up at the house. 


@ Darla turns to Vilmer with a look of consternation. 


Jenny bites Vilmer’s hand, screams. Vilmer howls, backhands 
her, grabs a filthy handtowel and forces it into her mouth. 


CUT TO: E 


132. INT. ~ HALLWAY INSIDE THE FRONT DOOR ~ MOMENTS LATER 


There’s a knock at the door. Vilmer goes to the door, opens 
it. 


An imposing, silver-haired man, ROTHMAN, stands at the door. 
The Chauffeur hovers at his elbow. 


Vilmer stands aside and Rothman enters. 


VILMER 
What do you want? 


There’s a clang of symbols and a drum roll from upstairs. 


Rothman glances upstairs, then turns a withering look an 
Vilmer. 


o Cont. 
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132 at. 
e Vilmer turns away Gdefiantiy. 


Rothman turns to the Chautteur and directs him upstairs with 
a lift of his chin. 


The Chaufteur gives Vilmer a smirk and puts a shoulder into 
him as he passes. 


Rothman removes paie arey gqoeskin driving aioves and tucks 
them into the pocket of a fawn coiorea topcoat. 


KUTHMAN 
l assume that's a rnetorical 
guestion. 


VILMER 
Assume whatever you God damn weil 
please. It's no skin oti my ass. 


ROTHMAN 
Is it that you want me to think. 
that you’re a damn fool? i know 
better. 


There’s a sudden commotion upstairs and tne the band members 
tumble down the stairs, led by the Drummer and brought up in 
& the rear by the Hanager-on. 


The Drummer sidles past Rothman, turns to Vilmer as he slips 
out the door. 


DRUMMER 
Later, man. We're out of here. 


The remainder of the band and the Hanaer-on foliow on nis 
heels. 


From the head of the stairs the Cnautteur gives Viimer a 


smuq Look. b/g K 


133, INT. DINING KOGOM ~- MOMENIS LATER 


Rothman enters, followed by Vilmer.  Leathertace ıs clearly 
disconcerted by Rothman’ s presence. in his confusion he 
releases Jenny, backs a step. 


Jenny throws herself at Rothman’s feet. 


JENNY 
These people are crazy. They 
killed my friends. 27g 


® a 
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covet, 


Rothman helps Jenny to ner feet. puts an avuncuiar 
around her shoulders. 


ROTHMAN 
There, there. 


JENNY 
{continuing in a whisper? 
Please, you have to help me. 


ROTHMAN 
That I will. 


JENNY 
Tnank you, thank you. 


RUTHMAN 
(turning to Vilmer? 
What 1s this’ What the heil is 
acing on arouna herey 


He ushers Jenny to a chair. 


ROTHMAN 

{to Jennv> 
Things are going to chanae-~i 
promise you that. s 


He turns to Vilmer, takes him by the shoulders and 


aym 


bodiiv 


turns him around, then takes him by the arm anc draws him 


aside. 


ROTHMAN 
Cin a hard-edged whisper) 

God damn it, I’m frankly sick to 
my stomach. This 1s appaliinda. 
It’s childish. You’re here for a 
reason. t&ither you cut the 
monkeyshines and get the job gone 
or 1°11 get someone in nere who 
can. is that clear? 


Vilmer doesn’t answer. 


RULHMAN 
This is not going te do it. son. 
i want these people to ungerstand 
the meanina of the word horror. 
ig that clear? 


Again Vilmer doesn’t answer. 


coat. 
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ROTHRAN 
is that clear’ 


Vitmek 
Fuckina-A. 


Rothman turns to Leatnertace. indicatina Jenny with a nod. 
Leather face pins Jenny in the chair. 


JENNY 
No. 


Rothman crosses to her and. standing over her, loosens nis 
tie, unbuttons his collar button, then begins to unbutton 
his shirt. 


JENNY 
What are you doing? 


Rothman ignores her. acknowledaes Daria with a nod. 


ROTHMAN 
Why a good icoking woman liike vou 
puts up with a sorry son ot a 
bitch like this iS a mvsterv to 
me. 


Rothman opens his shirt. His chest ana abooomen are a 
horrible sight. Jenny screams. Grotesque. warty 
protuberances ring nis abdomen. A maze of scar tissue as 
thick as a man’s finger cover his chest. Finely worked 
tattoos decorate the trenches between the raised tissue. 
Both his nipples, the raised scar tisue and the warty 
protuberances have been pierced and sport various ornament. 
rings, etc. 


Rothman bends over Jenny, cups her face in his nands and 
licks her face. Jenny recoils, tries to wriagle away but he 
holds her firmly. Abruptly he releases her. turns and 
leaves the room. 


No one moves. WE HEAR A SUDDEN OUTBURST of laughter from 
the hallway--Rothman and the Chauffeur, tnen the SOUND of 
the front door closing. A brief silence follows. Viimer 
turns to Heather. Heather moans and stirs. WHIKKK-- 
Vilmer’s leq comes up. 


EXTREME CLOSE UP OF VILMER: a mad light comes imtoo his eves 


and then in a sudden. terrifyina race he stomps om Neather’s 
head. 


cont. 
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ON JENNY. She screams, then bows her heao and sobs. She 
can’t watch. 


The coldness of Vilmer’s rage 15 Sicod curdiina. Rll 
through it WE ARE FIGHT ON HIS FACE. WE UNLY HoAkK kaniri 
SPLITTING, the chilling. bone cruncnhina sUUNL ct a human 
skull crushed unger foot. A tine mist of Dico soravs 
Vilmer’s tace. 


Suddeniy he stops. KH SPLlt second of Siience toOLlicws. anen 
he whips out his straight razor and in a frenzy slasnes nis 
arms, throat, face. 


Darla rushes to nim again. 


DARLA 
Vilmer, sweetie-—no. it’s not 
your fault. 


Leather face prances around the table, shaking his hands in 
dismay. 


Something is happening to Jenny...she iitts her head there 
are no more tears and no sign of tear. All tnat remains 15 
a cold fire in her eyes. : 


She gets to her feet. pushes past Leathertace, boldiv parts 
the drapes and walks into the adsoinina room--the aressina 
room. 


Leather face catches a qlimpse of her as she disappears. 
looks from Viimer to tne dressing room to Vilmer. tnen sets 
up a howl. 

SA 


i24. INI. DRESSING ROOM ~ SAME 


Jenny climbs over the clutter of furniture, magazines. etC.» 
makes for the window. 


Then, behind ner, Leatherface rips grapes and red down. 
flings them aside. 


Valmer charges past Leatherface with a murderous shriek. 
throws himself atop the clutter, scrambles after Jennv. 


Jenny launches herself at the window, smashes throuah the 
glass, slams into a sheet of heavy pivwood. She falis back 


into the room dazed and cut. ta 
tk d 


cant. 
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184 cant. 
= Vilmer leaps on her, arabs her by the hair, jerks her to ner 
knees, raises a clenched fist anc lets out a triumonant 
shriek. 


Leatherface throws back nis head. howls in cherus with 


Vilmer. 

Jenny's head clears. Sne turns on Vilmer. tignts Mim. nov 

Screaming, not wasting ner Dreatn. But silently, coidiv. 
„n 6 


135. INT. DINING ROOM — SAME 


Vilmer wrestles Jenny into the dining room. kicks ner leas 
out from under her. shoves her cown at Leatnertace’s feet. 


Jenny’s on her feet in a thash., Leatnertace wraps nis arms 
around her, pins ner arms to her sides. Jenny fiahts 
tercociously. Kicking, turning her nead to bite hime clawing 
at him. 


Leather face sets up a howl. prances arouna in circies. 


Vilmer darts into the dressing room, draas a gaivanizeo tin 
washtub back into the dining room, drops ıt at Leatherface’s 
@ feet, tears Jenny out of his arms. 


Leather face lifts his dress, inspects his wounds. 
Vilmer knees Jenny in the groin. 
Jenny grunts., drops to ner hands and knees over the washtub. 


Darla unceremoniously dumps the Father out of his chair. 
kneels in the chair. looks over tne back of it at the 
action. There’s a wild. naunted icok in ner eves and. 
except for a bright fiush high on ner cheeks. she’s ceatniv 
pale. She grips the back of tne chair so tiaghtiv ner 
knuckles turn white. 


DARLA 
(rocking the chair? 
Do it. 


Vilmer presses a control on one of his remotes. Motors WHIK 
and he sinks to his knees beside Jenny. He drops the 
remote, takes Jenny’s head in his hands and forces it down 
into the washtub. 


Leatherface grabs the huge chainsaw off the table, pulis tne 
starter cord. The saw ROARS to life. 


@ cont. 


Ery 


ioe 


iss eont. 


Jenny fight back wildiy. one sinks her teeth inte Viimer 
wrist. 


Vilmer shrieks, tears his wrist out of Jenny's mouth, sians 
hèr across the face. 


Jenny comes back at him, dias her nails inte the flesh of 
his cheeks. 


Leather face straddles the washtub., poised to take Jenny's 
head off. 


Daria rocks the chair viclentiv. ner tace Glistenina with 
perspiration, lips curled into a savage snari. 


DARLA 
Yes. Yes. Yes. 


Vilmer clamps Jenny’s wrists in one Nand. twines tne Tanaers 
of the other in ner hair. torces her nead aown over tne 
washtub. 


Leather tace brinas the saw into position over Jennv’s neck. 
But Vilmer’s hand is in the way. 


VILMER 
Wait, wait. 


He grabs Jenny by the ears, forces her head deep into the 
washtub. 


Leatherface lowers the tip of the saw. 


Darla’s hair is damp with perspiration. She throws back her 
head and screams. 


The tip of the saw catches the rim of the washtub., Kicks the 
Saw back at Leathertace. He backs Nim a step. 


Jenny’s hands claw at the washtub, at Vilmers handse 
anything~-cCOME UP WITH VILMEK’S KEMUIE. 


Leather face recovers, comes back at the washtup. 


Jenny presses the remote olindiv. trying one sutton then 
another. 


Darla collapses in the chair., Slides to the tloor. 


Leather face lowers the tip of the chainsaw. 
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Suddenly Vilmer lurcnes up on one knees. pitcnes torward 
into the tub. The tip of the biade nicks mis Skuil. ne 
shrieks. backs out of the wasntub. 


Leather face howls. backs away in a panic. 


Jenny comes up out of the tun, punching wildiy at the 
remote. 


JENNY 
Got you, you son of a bitch. 


Vilmer dias into his pocket. comes out with the second 
remote. 


JENNY 
Oh, shit. 


Vilmer punches the remote triumphantly. Motors WHINE...he 
gets to one knee. 


Jenny backs away trom viimer. punchina buttons at random... 
Vilmer’s leq responds to HER remote. 


Vilmer screams, punches HIS remote ana nis lea resoonas to” 
HIS remote. . 


Then Jenny. then Viimer...tne mecnanism aces crazv—-~stcppina 
and starting..-.up and down...fast then siow. 


ViblMek 
(to Leather face) 
Get her. tet the bitch. 


But Vilmer’s erratic movements, his iea kicking and Jjerkina 
frenetically, confuse and frighten Leather face. 


And the more Vilmer yells at him the more frightened and 
confused he becomes. The chainsaw SPUTTERS and dies. 


And then...suddenly nothing--Vilmer’s leq stops. Jenny 
punches HER remote--nothing. Vilmer punches HiS—-—-nothina. 


Jenny backs to a door--throws the remote at Viimer. 


JENNY 
Adios, creepoid. 


She backs out the door. 


Darla pushes herself up on one elbow. Looks around. tnen 
falls back, exhausted. 
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136, INT, HALLWAY ~ SAME 


Jenny backs into the nmaliway. tnen turns ana runs tor the 
front door. 


137, 


EXT. FARMHOUSE - DAWN 


A band of rose colored light tints tne eastern horizon. ne 
stars have aone and the sky 16 a deep biue. 


Jenny bursts through the tront door. races across the oorcn. 
down the steps to the pickup. i 


From Jenny POV WE SEE...there are NO KEYS in the pickup’s 
ignition. Then...inside the house the chainsaw KUAKDS to 
life. 


Jenny cries out, backs away from the pickup. turns and runs 
out into the charred clearing. 


Leather face bursts through the coor. 
Jenny glances over her snoulder and trom her PUV WE SEE... 


».-Leatherface rev the chainsaw. the chainsaw RUAKS. 
belches blue smoke. 


And then Vilmer~--struaaqlina to tape a new battery mack into 
Place~--hobbles out onto the porch benind Leathertace. 


VILMER 
Go. ac. QO.: 


Leather face hesitates. shitts trom one toot to the other. 
Vilmer throws back his head and nowls. 


Jenny turns, sprints across the clearing, toilows the Girt 
road into the pines. 


Leather face throws back his head and howls in chorus with 
Vilmer. Vilmer waves him on and he backs Gown tne Steps. 
then turns and lumbers out into the clearing. 


Vilmer tapes the battery pack in place, presses tne remote-- 
his leg lifts...he shutties across the porch and down tne 
steps. 
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2 137. EXT. DIRT ROAD — DAWN 


The pines flash past. Jenny runs hard, bare feet pounding 
the earth. 


And right behind her. loomina over her, is Leatnertace. tne 
terrible ROAR of the chainsaw washes over ner. bhe 
Screams..-and WE..- 


134, EXT. GRAVELED RUAD — D&wN 


An RV lumbers up the roaa. in the distance a crooauster 


pulls up sharply. climbs over the treetops. 
Ug 


/40, INT. RV ~ DAWN 


An elderly, avuncular couple, MR. and MKS. SPOTTISH. ensov 
an early morning cocktail—-Bloody Marvs carnished witn 
sprigs of fresh green celery. 


Mr. Spottish drives. Mrs. Spottish pluas a tape into the 
cassette player and they lift their glasses to one another” 

© in a toast—--a happy, healthy couple'ʻenjoying their aoiden 
years. 


The opening strains of Wiliie Nelson’s "Bloody Marv 
Morning...." The couple join in sona with Nelson. 


MR AND MRS. SFOTTish 
it’s a Bloody Mary morninao ano 
I’m fiying in from L.&...etc. 


From Mr. Gpottich’s POV WE SEE tne roao ahead of tne kRv--the 
graveled road. Where the road meets tne sky. the rim of the 
sun peeks over the horizon. bathina tne scene in a Driliiant 
golden light. ` 


Mr. and Mrs. Spottisn smile at one anotner. touch tne rims 


of their glasses together. 


iHi. EXT. GRAVELED ROAD — DAWN 


Jenny bursts out of the pines. races up the embankment and 
out onto the graveled road, waves her arms at tne 
approaching RV. 


JENNY 
Help! Stop, stop, stop! Z5 


o j42. INT. RV — SAME 


Mr. and Mrs. Spottish exchange a friantened glance. Mrs. 
Spottish grabs Mr. Spotticn’s arm. 


MRS. SPUTTISH 
Don’t stop, don’t stop. 


Mr. Spottish slows and swinas the RV wide to avoid Jenny. 


193. EXT. GRAVEL ROAD - SAME 


Jenny runs alonaside the KV. pounds on tne door. 


JENNY 
Heip. Flease. Stop. Cy) 


144. INT. RV — SAME 


Mr. Spottich’s hands are trempling. Mrs. Spottisn’s eves 
widen in fear. ® 


145. EXT. GRAVELED ROAD — SAME 


The RV veers off the road onto the shoulder. slides past 
Jenny in a cloud of dust. 


Leather face bursts out of the pines, chainsaw ROARING. 
Jenny glances over her shoulder and trom her POV WE SEE... 


2. Leather face charge up the embankment and out onto the 
road. 


Jenny screams, runs up behind the RV. arabs a tubular steel 
ladder fixed to the rear of the RV, tries to puil herself 


up. 


But the RV's moving too tast. lt jerks her oft ner teet. 
flings her face down in the road. 


Leather face charaqes down on venny--thirty. then twenty varas 
separate them. 


Jenny gets painfully to ner hands and knees--ner knees are 
cut and oruised--staceers to her feet. limpa after the Kv. 


JENNY 
Help, piease. Don’t aqo-—-oh, my 


God--~please, help me! 


146. INT. RV = SAME 


Mrs. Soottishm aliances into tne side view mirror and trom mer 
POV WE SEE... 


as denny limonina atter the KV. then Leatnertace cioesina on 


her. 
ARS. SPOTTISH 
Stop, Mr. Spottish, stop. She’s 
in big trouple--there’s some 
monster with a chainsaw atter 
her. 
Mr. Spottish jams on the brakes. 


147. EXT. GRAVELED ROAD ~ SAME 


Twenty-five yards ahead of Jenny the RV siides to a stop». 
Gravel dust boils up over it. 


Jenny hobbles toward tne Rv. Ten vards pening ner 
Leather face icoms over her liike a monster out ot a 
nightmare. 


Jenny screams, spurs nerselt onward. runs up aionaside the 
RV. 


The door pops open and Mrs. spottisn iooks out ang trom ner 
POV WE SEE... 


»»»Jenny racing up the side ot the RV. Leatherface riant 
behind her. Leatherface swipes at Jenny with tne chainsaw, 


misses her by inches. D 


148. INT. RV ~ SAME 
Mrs. Spottish turns to the interior of the RV and Mr. 
Spottish. 


MRS. SPOTTISH 
Step on it. Mr. Spottish. 


i441, EXT. GRAVEL ROAD — Same 


The RV's tires bite into the loose gravel. Jenny screams. 
bursts into tears at the KV begins to move cut. 


cont. 
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iga. cont. 
$ Leather face swipes at Jenny, comes away with a swatch of 
dirty, tattered dress. The tip of tne saw rakes the S10e cr 
the RV. 


Mrs. Spottish leans out the Goor., beckons senny one 


MKS. SPUTPiSh 
Run. Lome. come. 
(then caliing ins2iae; 
Slow down Mr. bpottisn. Not so 
fast. 


Then, leaning as far out the door as she dares, SNe extenas 
a hand to Jenny. 


MRS. SPO111SH 
Take my hand, dear. 


Jenny reaches for her hand. They’re inches apart. But 
Jenny's slowing, tying up. 


And Leatherface is on top of her. He swipes at ner with the 
chainsaw. 


Jenny screams, stretches tor Mrs. Spottish. Mrs. Spottisn 
@ grabs Jenny’s hand, puitis Jenny to her. 


The chainsaw rips the air. rakes the side of the KV. The 
tip of the biade catches a window frame. throws Leatnertace 
ott stride, spins him around, topples nim. 


Mrs. Spottish hauis Jenny into tne RV. Tne KV pacKS ub 
speed and churns off up the road. 
cq GC) 


150, INT RV - SAME 
Jenny's nysterical—-laugning and crying aii at once. 
Mrs. Spottish dampens a tissue with her tongue, attempts ta 
clean Jennys face. ' 
MRS. SPOTTISH 
Oh, you poor cear--who was that 
creature? 


JENNY 
I don’t know. 


Then an EXPLOSION of glass. Steel GRATES on steel. 
ae 
z 


gO. Cont. 


The blade of a huge chainsaw shatters Mr. Spottriches window. 
Mr. GSoottish screams. 


ISi, EXT. GRAVEL ROAD - SAME 


The wrecker races alongside the KV. Leatherface stands on 
the running board, drives his chainsaw deep into the cad oF 
the RV. 


The RV swerves wilidiv. swings Droacsige in tne road. 


($2. INT. RV -~ SAME 


A mist of blood hanas in the cabs. Mr. Spottisn sumos Over 
the steering wheel. firs. spottish screams Nvstericalive 


Jenny’s thrown against tne dashboard as the RV sildes to a 


stop. &) 


/73, EXT. GRAVEL ROAD - SAME 


Jenny tumbles out of the RV. 


Vilmer appears, limping around the nose of the RV, 
mechanized leg WHIRRING. 


Jenny screams, gets to her feet, limos oft uo the road. 
Motors WHIRRING, leg moving up and down in stiff mechanichal 
thrusts, Vilmer is faster than Jenny. and then Jenny turns 
her ankle, drops to her hands and knees. She glances over 
her shoulder and trom ner POV WE SEE... 


eaeVilmer standing over her, straiGant razor poised to 
strike. 


And then behind Vilmer we See a prop Diane. a cropouster. 
swoop down over tne KV, touch down ana taxi toward Nim. 


Jenny tries to get to her teet. Vilmer slashes ner across 
the back. 


Jenny screams, tries to crawl away from him. 
Vilmer raises the straight razor to strike anain. 


The cropduster is on top of him, the THUNDER of 1t’S enaine 


deatenina. Sy 


goat. 
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153. cont, 
§ Vilmer turns to face the cropduster. tne whiriing prooeiier 
is inches from his face. He screams and WE... 


Lub Pus 
A CLOSE UF of Jenny- The iosck on her face teiis evervtningd. 


The cropduster swingas broadside in the road, comes up 
alongside Jenny. The cockpit door pops open. 


Jenny gets to her feet. manages a step. two, before her 
ankle gives out and she drops to ner hands and knees. 


Leather face rounds the taii of the cropouster. 
Jenny screams, crawls for the plane on ner nanos and knees. 
Leather face howls. plunoes atter her. 


Jenny grabs onto the ocor trame, tries to puli nerseit into 


the cockpit. 
tg 
i4. INT. CROPDUSTER — DAWN 
The PILOT arabs Jenny’s arm, starts- to haul into tne plane. 
then sees Leatherface lumbering toward the plane, releases 


Jenny and hits the throttle. 


SS, EXT. GRAVELED ROAD — DAWN 


The cropduster whips around 90 deqrees, enquifing 
Leather face in a cloud of gravel dust. taxis off. 


Jenny clings to the doortrame. jhe cropduster drags her up 
the road. O 


156. INT. CROPDUSTER — DAWN 


The Pilot arabs Jenny, hauls her into the cockpit. then 
whips the plane around 160 degrees, gives it fuli throttle 
and starts his take off run. >) 


57. EXT. GRAVELED ROAD - Dawn 


The cropduster races toward Leatnertace. 


Leather face plants himself deaa center in the path of the 
cropduster, raises the chainsaw overhead. 


e -_ 


il? 


i57. con. 


The Pilot pulls back on nis Stick. the plane irta OTT. 
then settles back down to the roaa. it LOCKS i2Kke@ 20'S NOT 
acing to make it. Then ten varas trom Leatnertace if 4117S 
otf, pulls up sharpiy and climps into the sky above his 


head. 


Leather face lunges, makes a last desperate swipe with the 
chainsaw, misses the landing gear by a fraction of am inch. 


The cropduster climps into the sky above the trees. banks 
Sharply and veers off over the treetops. 


Leather face erupts in a frenzy. whirling round and around 
and around. And WE... 


138, INT. HOSPITAL FOYER -DAY 


Jenny sits on an upholstered bench, a bianket draped over 
her shoulders. 


A unitormed policewoman, COCO, sits beside her. makes notes 
on a clipboard. A policeman in plain-ciothes. DUGHN. hover 
at Coco’s shoulder. $ 


s 


A slender blonde nurse in her late thirties, BURNS. Giances 


at Jenny in passing, stops short. 


BURNS 

I heard about you. Something 
like that happened to me a long 
time ago but nobody woulda believe 
me. 

tshe glances at Duaan and 

abruptly turns to him) 

Don’t I know you? 


Dugan shrugs. 


DUGAN 
From a past iLife maybe. 


BURNS 
Let me see your hands. 


She takes his wrist. turns his hand paim up and traces nis 


foretinger with ners. A visible tremor runs tnrouan Ducane 


nt. 


8 
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Cent. 


BURNS 
Faces 1 toraet. put 
hands. s. Never. 


There’s a disturbing iock on her tace. an cad mixture of 
lust and loathina. 


Jenny’s mother. Amanda. enters. rushes to Jenny. Jenny 
rises to embrace her. 


AMANDA 
Jenny--on. thank tod. My Danve 


INT. UNDERGROUND PARKING GARAGE ~- DAY 


A Volvo station wagon peeis out of a parking space in 
reverse. 


INT. VOLVO CAR — DAY 


Jack, Jenny’s stepfather drives. Amanda’s in the 
Ppassenger’s seat and Jenny in the back seat. 


JACK 
if she’d have been where she was 
supposed to be instead of in the 
back seat of some bod damn car. 
none of it would nave happened. 


Amanda flinches. Jack drops the Volvo into drive. stomos on 
the accelerator. Jenny seems not to nave heard. 


EXT. STREET ~- DAY 


Ihe Volvo squeals out of the parking aarage and screams ort 
up the street. 


"I'll Be Watching You,“ by The Police comes up over the 
traffic noise. 


INT. JENNY’ S CAR — DAY 


Jenny stares out the side window, oblivious of her 
surroundings. 


Angel astride a big black Japanese motorcycie pulls us 
@lonaside the Volvo. Without thinkina Jenny smiles and 
waves, then suddenly self-conscious. sne lowers ner nang and 
turn away. 


art. 


@ 
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162. cork 

JACK 

The littie slut. it’s ner own God 

damn fauit. Just what the heli 

do you think she was doing? 
AMANDA 

Jack, DieasS.a.s i'm sure it’s 

not what you think. Besides 

this 16 not the time ores. 

Jack slams on the brake. ine Voive screeches ta áa Ston. 


throwing Amanda against tne gashpoard and venny 
back of the seat. 


JRCK 
(jaboinag nis tinaer in 
Amanda’s face?) 
Don't you teil me.... Don’t you~ 
-God damn it--teli me...» 


AMANDA 

(pushing Jack’s finger 
aside) 
Please, don’t point. 


JACK 
Don’t point? 


He slaps her, a quick hard slap across the face. 


JACK 
this voice rising) 
Don’t poant! 


He slaps her again. 


Jenny lunges across the seat. grabs Jack by the 
forces his head back against the seat. 


JENNY 
Don’t vou touch her...don't ever 
touch ner...ever again. 


Sne releases him. cut?s the back of his head as 
to sit up. 


JACK 
What have I been telling you? 
She hates my auts. 


JENNY 
i’m sorry, Mother. 


cont. 
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162. cont. 


AMANDA 
No. it's my tault. 


{turning to Jack) 
Jack, I want you to get out of 
the car. 


JACK 
What? Are you crazy? 


AMANDA 
ita Jenny? 

I think 1’ve know it ali alona--1 
was just afraid to admit it to 
myself. 

ttnen to Jack? 
Yes, you--you miserable 
lattie...-littie Gickweeac. wet 
out ot my car. 


Jack’s jaw drops. 


The driver's side door opens and Ancel ieans past Jack Into 
the car. 


ANGEL 
Anything 1 can do for you ladies? 


JENNY 
You can show this jerk the door. 


ANGEL 
My pleasure. 


Angel grabs Jack by the collar, drags him out of the car. 


AMANDA 
Thank you, young man. 


She slides ever behind tne wheel. 


JACK 
You’il be back. 


Amanda drives oft. 


ANGEL 
Don’t count on it. 


iZi 


143, INT. JENNY? S CAR ~- MOMENTS LATER 
RAMANDA 
ite Jenny? 
Do you think you can ever toraive 
me? 
Jenny leans over the seat and puts ner arms around Amanda. 
JENNY 
Mom, stop the car. 
AMANDA 
what? 
JENNY 
It’s okay, mom. Everythina’s 
fine. But there's somethina I 
need to do. Something 1'’ve been 
wanting to do for a lona time. 
jst EXT. STREET ~ DAY 


The Volvo stops. Anael pulis up alonaside it. Jenny Jumps 
out of the car, runs to Angel, climbs on tne motorcycle 
behind him. 


Angel hits the throttie ana the motorcycle zooms of? uD the 
street. 


Jenny turns and waves good-bye to Amanda. then turns back to 
Angel and snuqs her arms around his waist. 


Jenny's corsage flies off hits the pavement. The petals of 
its mum scatter in the wind. 


FADE OUT. 


THE END 


